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	1. Chapter One

Hello!

So, I'm sort of new to the How to Train Your Dragon fandom, but I thought I'd give it a shot. This is a college AU based on this prompt:

"You're my next door neighbor and you have an obnoxious cat that you're not supposed to have in your apartment. When I go to confront you about it, you're actually really hot. I promise not to tell the landlord about the cat if you let me come over to pet it whenever I want."

Sounded perfect for Hiccstrid with a heavy dose of Sasstrid and Snarkcup :)

This is part one and there will be a part two, which is already written and one last edit away from being posted. I have ideas for drabbles in-universe after this, but unfortunately I can't promise any timed updates. I'm notorious for taking months to write and edit, but I always appreciate anyone who sticks around to read what I put out!

Now, please enjoy some sass.

* * *

><p>This was the last straw. She was furious.<p>

A thump, the sound of something ceramic breaking, and a muffled groan of protest filtered through the paper thin walls of her apartment.

"_Aww, son of a- that was my favorite coffee cup, you useless animal."_

She pounded on the wall over the bed, like she had done several times a day for the past two weeks.

"_Great, now you've got us in trouble again. I saw that! Don't look at me like that, this is your fault."_

She would move her bed away from the adjoining wall if she could, but her furniture arrangement options were limited by the small room and the location of the door and closet. She flopped back against her pillow, growling in frustration.

Her idiot neighbor's cat, the one that technically isn't allowed in student housing, was making it impossible to study for her midterms. This ass clown moved in two short weeks ago and she was positive she'd never been so annoyed in her life. Their schedules didn't seem to match up; she hadn't even run into him getting the mail or in the parking lot, but she sure heard from him and his stupid cat enough at night. He stayed up and played music until two in the morning. Who even listens to Modest Mouse anymore? Her neighbor did. At annoyingly loud levels while she was trying to study or sleep.

It was just another infraction committed in a long list of grievances she had. He clomped around his apartment with an odd gait, unlike anyone she had ever heard. His _useless animal_ knocked things over all the time with that annoying little cat trill. Or it would meow at three in the morning and she'd hear him stumble out of bed and scold it with biting sarcasm. His bed must be against the same wall as hers, because aside from the cat and the music the most annoying thing of all was when he brought a girl home and she heard _everything_ through the wall, right next to her. He wasn't loud but his lady friend was the vocal sort and she couldn't help pounding on the wall then, to her satisfaction causing an argument and breaking up whatever was happening in that room before she had to listen to it advance any further.

He was mad at her and she supposed she couldn't blame him. He slammed one angry fist on her wall, making her jump. He sighed then and left his room. It almost made her feel bad, but at the same time she really didn't need an almost front row seat to her already obnoxious neighbor getting laid.

"_Ahh, Bud! Bud, stop it! Those are my good brushes! Toothless stop chewing on them!"_

This kid, did he not even _see_ the irony in that statement? She couldn't take it anymore. She huffed out loud and scrambled off her bed, threw open her bedroom door and stomped through the living room.

Ruff was on the couch, eating popcorn and watching a movie with her twin brother.

"Where are you going?"

"I'm gonna give the dude in the next apartment a piece of my mind," she said with a snarl.

"Really? Why?"

"Cause he's annoying and I hate him."

Ruff and Tuff raised their eyebrows but didn't stop her as she slammed their front door shut, making the questionable foundation of the apartment walls shake. Once faced with the door of the next unit she raised her fist and banged on it rapidly. She heard an undignified clamor as its occupant hastened to answer.

The person who whipped open the door was not what she was expecting.

The first thing she noticed were green, green eyes. Then a five o'clock shadow of scruff he had neglected to shave for a day or two, perfectly messy rolled out of bed hair that maybe was just overdue for a haircut. Her eyes widened and he had a look of complete confusion on his face. He glanced past her down the hall both ways, noting she was alone.

"Can I help you?" he asked, shrugging his shoulders minutely, and she was struck with the kindness in his eyes and expression.

"Why haven't I ever seen you getting mail?" she demanded, then closed her eyes in exasperation with herself. His unexpected good looks threw off her composure and stole some of the fire out of her would be rant.

"Excuse me?" he asked, even more perplexed.

"No, that's not why I- your dumb cat," she said, poking him in the chest, hard.

He looked down at her offending finger, sticking between his ribs. "Um, ow. Can you not?"

She removed her appendage. "You're not supposed to have a cat in here."

He raised an eyebrow. "Are you the landlord?"

"Well, no," she faltered. "But your dumb ass cat keeps me from studying and it's not fair because you're not even supposed to have one!"

"Whoa, hey now, only I can call Toothless a dumb ass," he said.

"Oh, also that. What the hell kind of name is that? Who names their cat Toothless?"

"Almost all of his baby teeth fell out at the same time, so he didn't have any teeth when I got him from the shelter." He leaned against the door frame, nonchalant, which for some reason infuriated her even more. "Which apartment do you live in, exactly?"

"That one." She pointed.

His eyes narrowed and he straightened his posture. "Are you the one who keeps knocking on my bedroom wall? It's you, isn't it. I should've guessed with the way you assaulted my front door."

She growled and clenched her fists. "I wouldn't have to keep knocking if you didn't keep doing stupid noisy shit! You listen to your music so loud. Have you never heard of headphones?!"

"I didn't realize I had to use headphones in my own home," he said, his former blasé tone taking on a harder edge. "I also didn't realize I'm not allowed to have company in my own home either."

She had the grace to look slightly guilty. "I was trying to study and your girlfriend was really loud."

"Not my girlfriend."

"Cheating on your girlfriend? You're even more of an ass."

He rolled his eyes. "I don't have a girlfriend. And even if I did, I'm not a cheater."

"One night stand then, huh?" she said, crossing her arms and assessing him.

"Not that my love life is even remotely any of your business, but no. A- friend," he said cautiously. "And it probably wouldn't have worked out anyway, so maybe I should thank you for stopping a mistake before it even started."

"Well, you're welcome then? I think? Whatever, this is beside the point. You need to keep it down. I have a lot of studying to do and I can't concentrate when you're stomping around in there and your dumb cat is meowing his head off in the middle of the night."

"Tell me something, are you always this uptight?"

"What?" she said, offended. "Listen, you are a horrible neighbor. Do you ever hear me at all? No. Because I'm quiet and considerate of others!"

"Well, yes, but you're not all that quiet when you're angrily knocking on my bedroom wall. And you're not very considerate interrupting my night by yelling at me on my front door."

"Ooooh, you! I'll tell the landlord you have a cat if you don't quiet down!" she threatened.

Toothless chose that moment to wind around his owner's legs as if he knew the crazy lady at the door was badmouthing him.

"Really? You'd kick out this sweet, innocent little guy?" he said, picking up the cat and presenting him to her.

She crossed her arms and shook her head. Admittedly, Toothless was a beautiful cat. His long haired coat was jet black and shiny. He had a large fluffy tail like a bottle brush and bright, intense green eyes. Just like his master.

"I'm more of a dog person."

"That's a shame."

"You were just calling him a useless animal twenty minutes ago."

"Affection," he said flatly, letting Toothless go as he squirmed to get down. "You heard that, huh?"

"Yes. I told you, I hear _everything_. This is why I'm so annoyed."

He had the gall to smirk at her. _Smirk_ at her! And the worst part is it made her heart flutter and her stomach filled with a hundred butterflies.

"So what's your name? If I'm going to be audibly observed by you for the unforeseeable future I'd at least like to know."

She resisted the urge to turn her nose up at him. "Astrid. And yours? So I can yell it at you through the wall instead of banging on it?"

"My friends call me Hiccup."

"We aren't friends." She gave him a funny look. "That's not your actual name, right?"

"Ah...a nick name."

She held out a hand, palm facing up. "Are you going to tell me your real name?"

"Nah, I don't think you've earned it."

She crinkled her nose. "Why do your friends call you Hiccup?"

"I used to get them a lot as a kid."

"Hmm," she said, looking him up and down. He was wearing a worn in t-shirt with the Berk University logo on the front, loose dark gray pajama pants, and white socks. She realized he was returning the favor, his eyes drifting down and she crossed her arms over her rather low cut white tank top, in which her navy blue bra showed through. She hadn't expected to leave her apartment this evening and clearly did not think about how her slouchy pastel blue pajama pants, the band rolled on her hips, let a bit of midriff peek out. She self consciously ran her hand over her messy braid. Ugh, her eye liner was probably smudged from rubbing her tired eyes. He looked back up at her face with a grin and she glowered at him.

"So what's your major? Must be something that leaves you with all this time to dick around in your apartment," she said haughtily, attempting to cover the fact she had checked him out, anxious he had sized her up just as much.

"Are we playing twenty questions or something? Why do you care?"

She frowned. "I don't know, I was just-"

"Graphic design. Believe me, I'm not dicking around in my apartment at night. I listen to music to help focus on my assignments. I didn't realize it was disturbing you. I'll turn it down next time."

His apology caught her off guard. "Thanks. I didn't mean to just assume..."

"You kinda did though. But you seem like you're a 'make assumptions now ask questions later' kind of girl. I get it."

"I am not," she insisted. "That's not very nice."

"You're not very nice," he retorted, lifting his hand and ticking off his points on his fingers. "You've been banging on my wall since I moved in here at every little tiny noise Toothless or I make, you literally cock-blocked me, and now you've shown up on my doorstep to interrogate me for some pretty personal information for absolutely no reason."

Her mouth hung open, sensibly chastised and she had the first inkling that she may have been a little over zealous.

"I, um..."

"I'm sorry works, you know. It's not that hard. I'm. Sooooorry," he said, in the snarkiest and most condescending voice she had ever heard. Even though he was being a sarcastic little jerk she knew it was sort of deserved. But, she also had an unhealthy dose of pride and his patronizing tone made her dig her heels in all the more.

The snarl was back on her face. "Well I am sorry. Sorry that some people get to just draw all day while others have very intensive and involved majors that require all of their free time to be taken up by studying. Which you're keeping me from, by the way, _again_."

His mouth dropped open and he raised his eyebrows shock. "I'm keeping- _I'm_ keeping _you_?! And did you seriously just reduce my major to 'drawing all day' like that's _easy_?"

His ire made her shift back onto her heel, but she stood her ground.

"Listen here, blondie. You're the one who showed up on my doorstep with your ridiculous attitude and false assumptions, and you're the one who's been keeping this conversation going. You're the one who's had me on edge for two weeks, wondering who the hell has such a huge stick up their ass they have to rap on my wall every time I so much as move a finger. And you're the one who came stomping over here, devaluing my work and threatening to have my cat removed from my home because you can't handle a little bit of stress. This is your problem, not mine."

She broke eye contact, rubbing her arm with the opposite hand and looked down. "I... um..."

"I'm sorry," he said with a sigh, rubbing a hand through his already messy hair. "That was uncalled for. Looks like both you and I are taking our frustrations out on each other. I shouldn't have yelled at you, but I've had a rough month. My roommate moved in with his girlfriend, leaving me with an apartment I couldn't afford on my own. I refuse to move in with someone I don't know and of course there's a shortage of people I'm willing to cohabitate with. So I had to transfer to this crappy student housing in the middle of the semester and gather up all my shit while trying to 'draw all day' and work twenty hours a week on top of it. The dog I've had for most of my childhood just died, and my last apartment allowed cats and I couldn't bear to get rid of Toothless too."

"I'm sorry," she said, sincerely contrite.

"Ah, so those words are capable of coming out of your mouth," he said.

"They are," she answered evenly. "But you're really trying my patience with your refusal to accept them, rough month or not."

"I accept your apology."

"Thank you. I'm sorry about your dog, I know that must be hard," she said, sympathetic.

"It is, thanks," he said, ducking his head. "So, now that you know my life story, what's yours? What's this major of yours that requires infinitely more time and effort than my slacker graphic design courses?"

She shook her head, feeling really low for how much she had berated him. "I'm a biology major, specializing in microbiology-"

"Do you want to come in?" he asked suddenly, cutting her off. "If we're actually going to talk civilly to one another it's sort of weird with you just standing out in the hallway."

She narrowed her eyes at him. "You're not going to try anything, are you? You're not like, a serial rapist or anything?"

He held up his hands in a gesture of innocence. "On my honor, milady."

She snorted and a giggle escaped. "Milady? What'd you just come from a renaissance fair?"

"It was supposed to disarm you," he said with a charming grin. "I just don't want you to yell anymore."

"Hmm," she said suspiciously, brushing past him and entering his apartment.

"Sorry about the mess and the boxes everywhere," he said. "I'm slowly unpacking stuff in between my busy schedule."

"Don't worry about it," she said, glancing around. He didn't seem like a slob, but he wasn't a neat freak either. Boxes were stacked and hanging open in contained piles in his living room and kitchenette. His living room furniture was sparse, a beat up love-seat couch with a cheap coffee table and an old tube tv resting on an even cheaper tv stand. A Nintendo Gamecube and dvd player accessorized his tv and a soda can and an empty bowl decorated the coffee table. A little cat tower sat in the corner for Toothless.

A few dishes were in his sink, and every other surface was littered with paper and art supplies. Toothless trilled, brushing up against her legs and flicking his tail. He laughed. "I think he likes you. That's surprising, since normally he hides when people come over. And, you know, you sort of came over here to kick him out."

She made a face at him with a grin, although his comment wasn't undeserved.

The feline's flattering attention was short-lived when he stopped rubbing himself on her legs and went to sit by his food dish, meowing for attention.

"Yeah yeah bud, I'll feed you in a minute. You're so needy. Can't you see I have a girl over?"

Toothless didn't seem nearly as impressed and gave his owner a baleful look.

"Fine," he huffed. He opened a kitchen cabinet and grabbed a tin of tuna cat food. "This'll just take a second."

"Sure," she said, wandering after him, taking a curious look at his drawings scattered on the counter top. Already from just a glance she could tell he was very talented.

"So," he said, scooping out the food into the cat's bowl, "about that major?"

"Oh, yes," she said. "I've been studying microbiology. All my classes are super intense. It's an interesting field but anything in the science category requires so much intensive studying. The chemistry and advanced math classes alone are killer. I'm sorry if I've been on edge lately. As you know, midterms are coming up and I don't feel prepared and I just-"

"I get it. I'm sorry if Toothless and I contributed to your stress," he said, leaning on his right leg and shrugging.

"It really wasn't your fault. I was taking my frustrations out on you."

"Lucky me," he said with an easy grin.

"So, what does your major entail then? Obviously I have some misconceptions," she admitted. "I don't really know what art majors do."

"Well, every semester we work on building a master portfolio. Each class I take requires assignments that are submitted for it and every midterm and semester it's reviewed. They basically assess whether I'm good enough to continue on in the program. It doesn't sound as grueling as it actually is, I know, but believe me it's rough getting all your weaknesses dragged out every single review period. So I've been working extra hard on my assignment for Typography." He frowned. "Drawing may seem like it's easy, but it can take hours and hours to come up with the right composition, and then the time it takes to complete it, and sometimes you feel like you're never done with it. I'm up all hours of the night, often, trying to complete something so it's perfect, and it's never perfect. There's always something wrong with it... Being an artist means you have to have really tough skin and handle criticism over nearly everything you do."

"That does sound tough," she said sympathetically. "I'm really sorry for insinuating it wasn't."

"Nah, it's okay. Like I said, I'm used to criticism."

Something stirred inside her at that statement, like he wasn't talking about school, but since they only just met she let it slide.

"Well, I guess I can finish giving you the tour," he said, swinging his arms awkwardly. "This is a one-bedroom, so ah, there's the bedroom."

She peeked in. "Your wall does face mine. Your bed is right up against the same wall mine is."

"Really?" he said, amused. "Which way does your head face?"

"Same as yours." She blushed. Why was she blushing? "Wow, that's a really high-tech computer," she noted, an expensive looking Mac sitting atop an inexpensive computer desk.

"Yeah, kind of a necessity with my major. Either I have a computer for home use or I'd have to spend every waking moment of my free time in the computer labs at school. I don't need to know what four in the morning looks like on campus. I sort of sunk all my money into the computer and nothing else."

"Don't blame you," she said, turning to face him.

"Hey, do you want something? Like, I have soda or coffee. Or if you like drunk studying I have beer and I think some rum?-"

"What is this?" she asked abruptly.

He looked bewildered. "What is what?"

"What we're doing right now. Isn't this weird?"

"Um, I guess? I was just trying to be a good host? And then I made a joke. I kinda do that a lot."

"Sorry, I just don't know what I'm doing. I don't really make it a habit to wander into strange boys' apartments. Especially when I should be studying."

"Well, I don't really make it a habit to invite pretty girls who are furious with me into my apartment either, so there's that."

Her cheeks heated and she couldn't help the smile that came to her face. "Oh, um..."

He grinned. "I guess we're both in uncharted territory here?"

She shrugged. "Yeah."

"Hey, if you need to get back to studying, by all means. I don't want to keep you. We can always... later... I mean. You know where I live." He shrugged. Then his face changed as he looked at something over her shoulder. "_Toothless!_"

The cat in question was up on the counter, green eyes wide and innocent as he stared right at them and batted a paw at another coffee mug on the counter top. He grabbed her shoulders to move her, darting past and chasing the bratty cat down. "That'd be the second one today, you little ass."

She giggled and Toothless managed to look affronted, lazily licking a paw.

"Aww, I bet he just wants some attention, don't you?" she said, kneeling down and holding out her hand so Toothless could sniff it. He brushed down her arm and she gathered up the cat, sinking her hands into that soft shiny fur and scratching under his chin. Toothless melted into her arms and purred.

"Are you sure you're a dog person? You found his favorite spot," he said, smiling. "Wow, he really, really does like you."

"Of course he does," she cooed, giggling when Toothless presented his belly for more scratches. "He seems like a smart cat."

"More like a smart ass. So I guess this means you'll let me keep him?" he asked playfully.

"I suppose. But only if you let me come over and pet him every once in awhile."

"You've got yourself a deal," he said.

"Well," she said, standing up and brushing the cat hair off her hands. "I guess I better get back to studying."

"Yeah," he said, looking a little disappointed. "I've got stuff I should be doing too."

She started for the door.

"Hey, ah," he said, sounding nervous. She turned back to look at him. "You know, if you want, you could bring your books and hang out and study here for awhile. Once you stopped all the loud yelling you seem kinda nice, I wouldn't mind getting to know you. Or, I guess if tonight doesn't work some other time? My door's always open. I mean, not literally always open, I lock my door like a normal person because burglars but for you-"

A genuine smile broke out onto her face. "I'll think about it. It'd just be so I can keep an eye on you, you know. And smack your hand when you try to turn up your music."

He laughed. "If it makes you come back, I'll turn it up really loud, just for you."

"I've never met someone with this much sass. Are you always like this?"

"Oh man, we've only interacted for a half an hour. You don't even know."

"Great," she said, shaking her head with a grin.

"I'm an absolute treasure to be around, so say my friends."

"Is that why your roommate couldn't wait to move out?" she teased.

"Oh! Wow, ouch! Someone get me some ice for that burn," he said, gripping his chest. "Really, bringing up the roommate thing? Low blow, Astrid."

"I really should get back to studying," she said, trying to ignore the way her name rolled pleasantly off his tongue, and then she flushed because she started thinking about his tongue specifically. In certain places. Like her mouth. And- _time to go_.

"Sure," he grinned. "See you around."

She headed out the door, heart thumping in excitement and a little light headed. All of her studying and focus on her classes didn't leave much time for boys. He seemed nice, albeit that razor sharp wit. Ruff was constantly trying to get her to hang out and put herself out there more, but none of the usual beefcake empty-headed frat boys ever seemed to do it for her. Sure they were nice to look at but that was about it, as a proclivity for partying and hookup culture was their main identity and it was just about the exact opposite of hers.

Ruff perked up as she came through the door.  
>"What took you so long? Did you murder him and have to hide the body?"<p>

"No," she laughed. "The opposite, actually..."

Ruff's eyebrows rose. "Oh? Do tell, is he hot?"

The bright blush on her face was all Ruff needed.

"He is! Our neighbor's a hottie, huh? How come I've never seen him? I wanna see him!" Ruff started to get up and Astrid held out her hands frantically.

"Keep it down!" she insisted. "These walls are like rice paper, he can probably hear everything you're saying!"

"So? What happened then, did you guys just talk or?"

She gave Ruff a look. "What do you mean what happened. I yelled at him about his cat, he told me he's had a rough month, I was sympathetic and that was it." She looked away, chewing on her bottom lip. "He invited me to come back and study with him, though..."

"Ooooh! And you're going to go, right? Lookit you girl, gettin' some strange from the hottie next door instead of book learnin', go Astrid!"

"Oh my God, Ruff, I'm not going to do _that_," she said, her cheeks burning in embarrassment.

"Why not? Have some fun for once."

"I _just_ met him. Like, literally I've known him for half an hour."

"Um, hello? People go to parties and fuck strangers all the time."

"Yeah, people who don't mind waking up in the morning with a venereal disease."

"Not if you're safe about it. Do you need to borrow a condom?"

"Oh my God, no!"

"So you're not gonna make him wear one? You of all people? Even after you just lectured me about venereal diseases, miss microbiologist?"

"_Ruff_."

"Suit yourself then. Have fun being boring and responsible."

She pouted. "I thought you'd be proud of me for even considering going back to his apartment."

"It's definitely impressive for you. But you're still in here whining at me instead of cuddling up with Hottie McHotpants. Honestly, fuck him and then come talk to me."

"Jesus, Ruff."

"What are you doing still standing here? There's an attractive guy who actually offered to spend time with your beautiful nerdy ass. Go back over there!"

"Do you really think I should? Isn't it weird?"

"No! Go back over there now, before it's too late tonight."

She still hesitated.

"Now!" Ruff shouted, throwing a couch pillow at her.

She scampered into her bedroom and gathered up her notes, pens, and textbooks and shoved them all into her backpack. Then she darted into the bathroom, brushing her teeth and spraying on some fruity body spray. She grabbed her eyeliner and shadow to touch up her make up. A little pink lip gloss couldn't hurt. Her hands nervously fumbled for her stick of deodorant, definitely needed to reapply some more of that. She yanked out her hair tie and redid her braid so it was smooth and fell over her shoulder.

"Where's Tuff?" she asked, slinging the heavy bag up onto one shoulder as she rejoined Ruff in the living room.

"He went back to his place. Snot said they're getting a bunch of guys to come over and play beer pong."

She raised her eyebrows. "And you didn't go with him? You're the queen of beer pong."

"Oh I'm going, I was just being considerate. I didn't want to leave and lock my dearest roomie out of her apartment. Turns out I should've left, you would've had to spend the night with the boy next door."

"Oh! Right, keys," she said, grabbing them out of her purse. "Thanks, Ruff."

"Anytime, lady. Now go over there and make me proud."

"You know I'm not going to do anything, right?"

Ruff sighed. "You really should. Just this once, Astrid."

"Sincerity, from you?"

"Yes. You're all books and brain and you let that ass go to waste. I mean look at you. With that body you could get any guy you wanted, but you don't, you hole away and study like it's all that matters in life. _Live_ a little. This is college! You're supposed to make questionable decisions, discover yourself and all that shit. You only get these few years and then it's over."

"I'm _not_ having sex with a stranger," she said firmly.  
>"I'm not asking you to. But at least kiss him? Make out a little. Midterms aren't even next week, you have plenty of time to study. Blow off some steam with a cutie; all this stress isn't good for you."<p>

"But-"

"When's the last time you made out?"

"Um..." She bit her lip and cast her eyes toward the ceiling.

"Oh my God you have to _think_ about it, it's been that long?!" Ruff said.

"I've been really busy!" she said defensively.

Ruff shook her head. "You mean getting busy- with your textbooks and notes. Pitiful. You need to go make out with that hot boy. Immediately. Like as soon as you get through his door."

"I can't just walk up and kiss him, that's ridiculous-"

"I can guarantee he won't mind."

"I'm not-"

"I _guarantee_ he won't mind."

Astrid huffed. "Fine. If the opportunity arises-"

"Which it totally will," Ruff prompted.

"I'll kiss him."

"And then make out."

"Don't push it."

"And accidentally get carried away, and then oops! Look at that, how'd you get inside me?"

"_Ruff_!" she shrieked, shoving her roommate in the shoulder.

"Go get yourself some strange, pretty lady; fives." Ruff held up her hand for her to slap, grinning like the Cheshire Cat.

"You're the most ridiculous best friend I never asked for."

"But you love me."

"I tolerate you. Don't you have a beer pong title to defend?"

The two parted ways in the hall, Ruff giving her a thumbs up as she stood nervously in front of his door. This time her knock was much more respectful.

The same calamitous hustling was heard before she was face to face with him again.

"Astrid?" he said, his expression lighting up. He glanced at her book bag.

She shrugged. "Ruff's going to a party and I'm all alone for the night. You offered, so I'm taking you up on it?"

"Yeah! Sure, come on in," he said, standing aside to let her through. She took a deep breath and smiled at him as she crossed the threshold.


	2. Chapter Two

Okay so I lied. This thing is way too big for two parts and I have to make it three. But that's okay, right?

Even though this is basically a PWP the title of this fic should indicate that maybe it's not all fun and games. I'm not going to delve into complete angst, but my fluff is always tinged with a little bit of heavier themes to balance it out.

Anyway, enjoy?

* * *

><p>"Is there a comfortable place where I can lay it all out?" Astrid asked, turning to glance at him. A strange look crossed Hiccup's face and she realized the nuance in that phrasing. "You know, my books and stuff. So I can <em>study<em>," she said hastily.

"Um, yeah! If you want to be in the same room as me you can have the bed. I have to work on the computer."

"Okay," she nodded. Her stomach flip flopped. _His bed_.

"Want anything to drink before we start?"

"Water will be fine."

"Sure," he said, reaching into his fridge and grabbing two bottles of water.

She tried to regulate her nervous breathing as he gestured to his bedroom.

"After you."

"Such a gentleman."

"Always," he said with a smirk, but she had the sense there was a bit of roguishness behind it.

"You just wanted to get me into your bed," she accused, eyes dancing.

"I was that transparent, huh? Can you blame me? Also it totally worked, so there's that."

"Just remember if you're a gentleman, I'm a lady, so don't be getting any ideas."

"Hey, I'm just here to work on my Typography assignment, I don't know what you're talking about."

He handed her the bottle of water with a huge grin. "Let me make the bed, so you have somewhere to sit."

He pulled his disheveled plain white sheets up to the pillows and straightened out the navy blue comforter so she had a clean surface to sprawl out on. She sat down and claimed the space with notes and books and he turned on the lamp beside his bed so she could see. She thanked him as he plopped into his computer chair, opening up Adobe InDesign.

It only took two minutes for her to realize she was never going to be able to concentrate on her notes. The soft motions and clicks of the mouse weren't distracting, but the user certainly was. She kept reading the same sentence over and over, not absorbing any of it. Instead she sneaked glances at the back of his head and his computer screen, trying to see the image he had created. She tapped her pencil on her open textbook page.

"So, what are you working on?" she asked, breaking the silence.

He twisted in his chair to glance at her.

"Oh, ah. We're supposed to take a word or phrase and morph the text into something that represents it. Like, take the word 'fish' and then make the letters into the shape of a fish. I mean, that's overly simplistic, but essentially the base of the assignment."

"So what are you doing with it then?"

"I have the word 'forest' and I'm trying out different compositions to see which one I like best."

"Can I see?" She leaned over his shoulder, placing her hands on her knees.

"Sure. This is the first one I have. It's too intricate."

"Oh, it's beautiful!" The word was nestled, almost hidden in a scene of willow trees, the letters making up the trunks and the branches arranged in pleasing patterns.

"Not very practical. No one could use this as a logo really."

"I suppose. I like it though."

"Thanks. This is the next one."

He parsed down the details of the willows into vector art, bold in one solid color of hunter green.

"That could totally be used as a logo," she said.

"Yeah, if that's what a client was going for," he agreed. "Here's the last one I'm still working on."

It was a mix of the two; he added some of the details back in and used three shades of green to differentiate the branches, letters, and the ground.

"I like that one the best," she said. "It's striking, but captures some of the pretty details from the first one."

"That's what I was thinking too. I'll probably turn this one in. Thanks for your advice."

"No problem," she said, straightening up. She meandered back to her perch on his bed, giving up on ever being able to concentrate. She was disappointed in herself, studying was the numero uno single most important thing she needed to do and here she was, in some cute guy's bedroom on pins and needles waiting for an opening to get busy.

She fiddled with her pencil. Ruff was right, it really had been a long time since she had some fun. It was a Friday night after all, it wasn't like her tests were tomorrow. Every other single person she knew was out partying right now. Well, everyone except for him.

She stole another glance at him. He was contemplating his logo on the screen, rubbing his chin in one hand.

"Ugh," he groaned, scrubbing his face with both hands. "Sometimes you get to that point where you just can't stare at it anymore. I have to take a break."

"Yeah, good idea," she said. "The words are swimming on the page." Never mind the fact the only studying she had gotten done was counting the freckles on the back of his neck while he worked.

She cleared off the bed, piling her notes and books in a neat stack on the floor.

He flopped down next to her, leaning his back against the wall.

"So, I take it you're not a fan of the music I listen to or you wouldn't be so adamant I turn it down. What do you like?"

"Oh, um," she said, deliberating. "I don't know. The radio?"

He gave her an incredulous look. "The radio? That's it? That doesn't answer anything. That's like asking what your favorite flavor of cake is and you answer 'birthday'," he laughed.

"Hey, shut up!" she said, giving his shoulder a light push.

"What radio station do you listen to then? Pop? Country? Rap? Classic rock? Death metal?"

"Oh yeah, definitely death metal. I mean, I'm hardcore, you don't even know."

"Okay, so the things I know about you are: you're lame and boring and study all the time instead of partying with your roommate, you don't handle stress very well, your favorite flavor of cake is birthday, and you like death metal," he teased.

"Oh, oh okay two can play at this game," she said, narrowing her eyes with a grin. "You have a spoiled cat named Toothless who ironically has all of his teeth, you probably have eardrum damage from listening to your music so loudly, you're just as lame and boring because you're also doing homework instead of partying on a Friday night, and you invite girls over to your apartment after knowing them for half an hour. Oh and also you're the sassiest person I've ever met, and that's including my roommate."

He nodded. "Yeah, sounds about right."

"You're ridiculous."

"You're the one who elected to spend time with me."

"You are not wrong, there."

Toothless jumped up onto the bed with a cat trill, purring and fluffing his tail into her face.

"Oh, hey buddy! Where have you been all night?" she said, sinking her fingers into his fur.

"He likes to nap in his little cat house thing in the living room. And then interrupt at the most inconvenient times."

"He's fine, he's not a pest at all," she said, cooing to Toothless. He ate up the attention, giving his owner the side eye.

"Yeah yeah, I see what you're doing," he muttered at the cat.

"Being adorable, that's what he's doing," she said, scratching under Toothless's chin. He rewarded her with a purr and rubbed up against her arms, ducking under her hands to be petted. "You're just a big sweetie."

"Yeah, until he's had enough and then scratches your arms all to hell."

"Oh, he wouldn't do that, would he," she said, cupping Toothless's face. He rumbled in his chest and crawled into her lap, turning around three times and kneading at her legs. He slipped his feet underneath himself and perched in her lap.

"I'm sorry I threatened to get him evicted," she said sincerely, running her hand over his back. "He's a really sweet cat."

"Sweet? Ha! I wish you would've come over to yell at me sooner," he said. "He's like a naughty kid, an angel for you and a total brat for me. Apparently you're the beast tamer."

"He knows he'll get a reaction out of you." She giggled. "He does it on purpose."

"Hell yeah he does it on purpose! He's my best little bud, but sometimes I think he acts like a dick just cause he knows he can."

As though Toothless knew he was being trash talked, he got up from her lap in a huff and jumped off the bed.

"Yeah, yeah, go pout in the living room. I'll give you a treat later, you fickle little monster."

"No wonder he scratches you!" she said.

"Nah, I tease him but he knows I love him to pieces. Enough about my fluffy roommate. You never answered my question. 'The radio' is a totally lame and unacceptable answer. What station do you turn it to? Smooth R&B? Classic 90s hits? Golden Oldies? Admit it, you totally listen to the oldies station."

"I think I can see where Toothless gets his attitude from."

"Whiny hipster music? Oh, don't tell me you only listen to underground stuff, like stuff no one's ever heard of because it's so not mainstream. Do you only own vinyls? Are you a closet hipster? We can't be friends."

"Not even close to a hipster. Seems to me you're the dick, not Toothless," she said, laughing. "I basically listen to mainstream. Like, whatever isn't country and popular. Not that country's bad, but it doesn't really do it for me."

"I guess I can accept that."

"It's better than Modest Mouse," she said, giving him a side eye and grinning.

"Oh! Honestly, I'm impressed you even know who they are. I have a slightly alternative off-beat taste in music, but I can listen to mainstream stuff too. My playlist range is pretty random."

"You really seem to like music, huh?"

"You don't?"

She shrugged, apathetic. "It's nice."

"Nice? That's all you have to say? Music is nice?"

"What's so wrong about that?"

"It's not wrong, I'm just shocked. Have you never connected with the lyrics or melody of a song?"

"I mean, sure I guess. I listen to music, I've just never thought about it too deeply before."

"But that's the thing. If you read the lyrics to songs a lot of them are like poetry. Adding in the musical element just makes them even more powerful."

"I'm not disagreeing with you. I understand why other people respond to music. I'm just saying I don't all that much," she said defensively.

"Crazy. What's it like walking around without a soul?"

"Just fine. I get stuff done."

"Apparently. Stuff like studying, huh?"

"Yeppers."

"I've never met someone who doesn't _get_ music."

"I don't see why it's such a big deal. Anyway, now that we have _that_ extremely important topic settled..."

"Trying your hand at the sarcasm, huh? Good, but not great. You still have a ways to go."

She bumped his shoulder with hers. "Maybe you should teach me."

"There's a lot of things I could teach you."

Butterflies burst into flight inside her belly. She raised her eyebrows. "That sounded like a double entendre, sir."

"It was meant to be one, milady."

"Look at you, totally shameless."

"You haven't run screaming yet."

"Don't give me a reason to," she said, shifting her body, inching closer to his face.

"Still a perfect gentleman," he said, holding his palms out.

"Well, I didn't say you had to be _completely_ perfect..." she said, voice dropping low.

"I feel like I should be playing Keith Sweat right now. How do you feel about classic 90s again?"

She leaned in, face tilted, so close she could see the smattering of fine freckles on the bridge of his nose and a little scar on his chin. "Do you always talk this much?"

"Nervous habit. You're- ah... um... you're very pretty-"

"Then do something about it," she said, barely above a whisper, dispelling her nerves with a surge of confidence over reducing that smart mouth to a babbling mess. Her lips were a breath away from his, daring him to make the first move.

He barely brushed his lips against hers in a chaste kiss, testing the waters. It had been so long even this feather light touch had a ripple effect throughout her limbs and a slinky shiver raced down her spine. He pulled back slightly like an apology, as if to give her a chance to push him away or rethink her situation, but she didn't let him escape for long.

She slid her hand around his neck, thankful he seemed to read her signals, dipping back in for another taste. The butterflies quelled as molten hot lava pooled in her stomach, dripping lower until she felt like she was burning from the inside, pulsing and wanting. It really had been _so_ long...

She tilted her head to get a better angle, fingers reaching up and gripping the collar of his shirt. The slow sensual movement of his lips set fire to her belly, but it wasn't going to be enough. She needed _more_.

She deepened the motion, hoping he clued in on her urgency. He sensed the change and parted his lips, she used the opportunity to brush her tongue against his bottom lip, and the whole dynamic shifted into one of need. He responded in kind, opening his mouth wider and that hot lava erupted when his tongue brushed against hers. He was considerate, taking care not to shove his entire tongue in her mouth like guys had in the past, but teasing, soft, caressing her mouth with talented strokes. If he was this good at kissing, where _else_ on her body could he put that tongue to good use-

She suppressed a moan at the thought of _that_. Just the idea was enough to spur her into action, gripping his collar again and laying back against his pillows, tugging him down with her. He settled next to her, taking care not to lay his entire weight against her and keeping his lower half a respectful distance, especially his legs. Even though she was grateful he seemed like a decent guy, she didn't exactly want respectful right now. She wanted to know what those narrow hips of his would feel like between hers and she found it hard to care if that was forward of her.

Instead of the bold move she really wanted to do, she bid her time and placed her hand on his side, molding her palm with the curve of his rib cage, walking her fingers up the front of his chest with her other hand.

He exhaled though his nose at her touch and she used her knee to caress his upper thigh. She felt his responding jolt and tremor in his arms. Curiosity gripped her, wondering if he was enjoying himself as much as she was. Shifting herself closer to him, she arched her hips and placed her right thigh between his legs, gliding up, just to see what he was working with. He was unable to contain his groan and he shuddered. She grinned against his mouth.

He was definitely enjoying this.

She edged her right leg under him, pushing her hips into him until he got the hint, settling on top of her like a puzzle piece fitting into place. She bent her knees and curled her legs around his waist. She sighed appreciatively, hands on his hips and pelvic bone nestled against certain things that felt way better than they should. If she weren't careful she might get carried away, although at this point if he went with her it didn't seem so bad.

The close proximity brought the scent of him with it, boyish with the hint of day old cologne, mostly gone but for just a trace. His bedding smelled the same, and she threaded her fingers into that mop of unruly hair, endeavoring to make it even messier.

Their kisses had become frantic and deconstructed by this time, the focus now on exploring the points of contact between their bodies rather than studying each other's kissing technique. So far his hands had strictly remained in safe platonic areas of her body, her sides, gripping her thighs, palm flat against the small of her back to arch her hips into his. She stifled a moan, this felt better than it ever had before and he managed to press into that specific little spot between her legs so perfectly she was seeing stars in her vision. His hand slid down to cup her backside and she tightened her grip on his hair.

He deviated from her mouth for the first time, kissing her cheek, the soft skin in front of her ear, sucking on the point where her jaw met her neck. The hand that had been appreciatively fondling her fleshier areas drifted up past her shoulder and tugged the hair tie off her braid. He raked through the plaits, loosening them so her tresses flowed free. His fingertips brushed against the back of her neck and she shivered at the faint reverent touch.

This time that clever hand had a much different destination in mind, and a particularly deep kiss distracted her while it landed on her side just below her breast. She knew this game however, and she traced her fingertips against his wrist and forearm, up and down, take the hint, jump in, it's fine. His hand inched a little higher, fingers brushing against the under-wire of her bra. She increased the pressure of her touch, nudging his arm and he smoothed his hand over her. He squeezed once and she grinned and pushed up into his palm, indicating his hesitance was unnecessary. He swirled a firm fingertip over the padding of her bra where her nipple resided underneath and she sucked in a breath through her nose. He broke away to peck kisses at the corner of her mouth, trailing down, placing a kiss atop the swell of her breast above the neckline of her tank.

He was talented at kissing and she discovered he was also just as gifted at necking. Lips traversed the column of her throat, the day old scruff on his chin scraping her delicate skin, making her tremble and quake all over. Light electric caresses with the tip of his tongue, using just enough saliva to make it slippery, but not wet or sloppy. One second he was breathing cool against her slick skin, the next his mouth was solid against the base of her neck, sucking hard. Her entire body went taught, arching into him, fingers and toes curling and she gasped next to his ear. The air was chilly when he pulled away and checked his handiwork, a patch of purple red blooming on her skin.

Oh, he _marked_ her, she twisted her hands into his shirt and clenched her thighs around him, pressing her mouth firmly to his.

She contemplated going against every rational thought she had ever had and taking Ruff's advice for once, throwing caution to the wind and letting this stranger work his magic on her. This wasn't high school anymore, right? It wasn't like she didn't have prior experience. She just normally reserved this for a relationship.

She wanted to give in to temptation, she really did, but her rational side clawed its way to the forefront and halted everything in its tracks.

"Hey, um," she said, breaking away from his mouth and panting. "I just want you to know, I don't usually do this. I mean I'm having fun but I'm also not going to, you know, go any further than this-"

"Oh, no I don't expect you to, don't worry," he said, voice low and husky, placing little kisses along her neck, licking the mark decorating her pale skin. "I don't... really do this either."

"Lying to me already?" she teased him. "I have evidence to the contrary."

He flushed, embarrassed. "Okay, I meant with girls I've just met. She was- is- um... a friend."

She had the sense that particular relationship was something complicated. She squirmed beneath him. "Am I, um, intruding? I don't want to mess anything up-"

"No, no," he said, quick to reassure. "That was... like I said, that was a mistake. I'm glad it didn't happen. And it's not going to happen."

She looked down and toward his door. "Okay."

He rubbed a hand over his face. "Yeah, I guess that's kind of... a mess. I'm sorry, I didn't want to involve you in that."

"I sort of made myself be involved when I caused that fight."

"Which, once again, turned out to be a good thing."

She shrugged, looking sheepish and awkward. She straightened out her legs, rubbing her feet down the length of his, toying with the fabric of his sweatpants and feeling along the muscle of his calf. He jerked his left leg and she frowned when her toes caught on hard plastic. He straightened his arms and hovered over her, looking spooked.

"Sorry," he said quickly, wincing as she sputtered out her own apology.

"I didn't mean to- are you okay? Was that-"

"Yeah, I um... _Shit_. Sorry-"

He rolled off of her, casting an arm over his eyes. She sat up.

"Do you wear a leg brace?" she asked curiously. "Is that why you walk with a slight limp? I mean it's not that noticeable, don't worry, but I've been listening to you walk around for two weeks and it's just- "

He heaved a sigh. "It's okay. It's not a brace."

"No?"

"I guess you might as well know. I have a prosthetic."

"_Oh_..." she said, shifting her gaze to his leg. Her stomach twisted, not from fear or repulsion but simply the startling realization that he was missing a body part most people had intact and she couldn't contain the natural wonder at how that came to be. She didn't want to offend him, but she didn't have any first hand experience interacting on a personal level with someone with a disability. Curiosity won over tact.

"Can I ask how it happened? You're just so young. You don't have to talk about it if you don't want to."

He removed the arm from his eyes and rubbed it through his shaggy bangs.

"Ah, car accident. When I was sixteen. Drunk driver T-boned me from the side, near the front wheel. They had to use the Jaws of Life to extract me. Car was totaled."

"Oh, God," she said, touching his arm tenderly.

"Yeah. They just... couldn't save it. I was lucky to be alive, if he had hit any farther down on the driver's side door I wouldn't be talking to you right now."

"I can't even imagine."

"Yeah, it was ah, pretty crazy. Thankfully I don't... remember most of it."

She frowned. He avoided her gaze, eyes barely open and staring at the wall. She imagined this subject was hard for him to talk about, especially to a girl he had officially known for a few hours, but they did just spend the last sixty minutes getting intimately acquainted with each other's mouths. None of her actions so far warranted his skittishness.

"Hey, are you okay? I'm sorry about what happened to you." She placed her hand on his shoulder more firmly.

He glanced at her. "Look, I probably should've told you, but it's not something I go around advertising either, so if you want to leave now that you know, I'm not going to stop you."

She tilted her head. "Leave?"

He shrugged. "Yeah. I mean, if it freaks you out I get it."

She shook her head. "It doesn't freak me out."

He frowned at her. "You don't have to spare my feelings, I'm used to it-"

"I'm telling the truth, you're fine. I mean, it startled me at first of course, because I wasn't expecting it, but seriously. You're fine, don't worry about it."

He sat up, leaning his back against the wall and placing his elbows on his knees. She studied him, at how flighty he was acting. Now it made sense why he was conscientious that his leg didn't come into contact with her while they were making out. She assumed his gait was due to a brace, which is what made her sneakily go exploring with her toes in the first place. His body language suggested resignation, like he was waiting for her to screech in disgust and storm out for his deception.

It struck her that his behavior indicated he had been through this before.

"Hiccup? How have other girls reacted to this?"

"Ahh... not always favorably, to be honest."

"Did you seriously have a girl walk out on you after figuring it out?"

"Well, not exactly I guess. I've never had someone discover it in the moment, so this makes it doubly awkward. It's more, I had a shred of game, and then they'd figure out the leg and I no longer had any game."

She shook her head. "That's _horrible_. Dumb girls."

A small smile pulled at the corner of his lip. "Thanks."

"They don't know what they're missing," she said honestly.

"Okay, don't overdo it."

"No, seriously. You're the best kisser I've ever been with."

He raised an eyebrow. "Really?"

She nodded. "Yeah. Honest."

"That's... you're just admitting that?"

"Why not?"

"Cause you're a girl and you're supposed to play all those mind games."

"I _hate_ playing games," she said, fiddling with a strand of her hair. "Sometimes I wish people were more straightforward and just say what they're thinking. Why waste so much time being stupid about all of it."

"Careful, you'll bring down all of society," he joked. "People don't like to put themselves out on the line."

"I guess."

"No one wants to just hand their heart out to everyone. That's a good way to get it broken."

"Well I know that. I just think people waste a lot of time instead of clearing the air and communicating, you know?"

"So is your way of communicating banging on your neighbor's wall?" he asked slyly, giving her a look.

"Hey!" she said, gently punching him in the bicep.

"Ow," he complained, mostly in jest.

"Maybe I should just bang my neighbor instead?"

"Excuse me?" he squeaked.

She winked. "I'm sorry, you set me up. I had to say it."

"I mean, I'm not saying no..." he said, teasing.

"See? Communication!"

He shook his head in disbelief. "How are you still here? You're... you, looking like that, and I'm me, some random guy with one leg. It doesn't make any sense."

"I think it makes perfect sense. You have a leg and a half, don't discount that. And you're not entirely random. I've been listening to you for two weeks, I probably know more about your habits than you even realize." She paused, then laughed at herself. "That doesn't sound creepy or stalkerish at all."

"Should I be concerned?" he asked, mirth in his voice. "I'm kidding. Honestly I'm shocked you came back."

"Why wouldn't I come back?"

"Because your first impression of me was a two week build up of annoyance over all those habits, you know, while you were not stalking me, culminating in you storming over to yell at me in person and threatening to have my cat evicted."

"I'm really sorry about that," she said genuinely. "You've been going through a rough time and I made it worse."

"Yeah, maybe. You definitely made up for it tonight, though."

She trailed a finger up his forearm. "I'm not done making it up to you."

"Still don't know what I did to deserve this."

"Your dumb cat was really obnoxious and you played your music too loud and then you turned out to be really hot."

"You think I'm hot?" he grinned.

"Nah, I make out with random dudes who disturb my beauty sleep at two in the morning all the time."

"Oh, well I'll never disturb your sleep again, if that's your secret for being so beautiful." His eyes widened at the same time as hers, and he blushed brilliantly, like he hadn't meant to speak that thought out loud.

She lightly balled her hands. "Beautiful? You think I'm beautiful?"

"Wow, did _not_ mean to let that one slip, but you said you appreciate honesty, so yes. You're very beautiful. I'm sure you already know that."

Her blush matched his. "Well, I guess. I mean, people say things. But no one's ever said it so sincerely before."

"Well I meant it."

"You're actually very sweet underneath all that sass," she said, leaning into him, drowsiness tugging at her eyelids.

"I can be sweet now and then, if I try really hard."

She scooted closer, resting her cheek against his collarbone and yawned. The exhaustion that had slowly been creeping up on her seemed to hit all at once, brought on by the satisfaction and contentment after being physically close with someone. "What time is it? It must be getting late."

He glanced at his alarm clock. "It's one thirty in the morning." He snorted. "Is it past your bedtime?"

She dug her fingers into his stomach, disappointed when he wasn't ticklish. "I stay up late studying a lot. But I prefer to do it in quiet solitude, without boys blasting their annoying music."

"Seriously?"

"Oh I'm never going to let that one- go-" she said, the last word of her sentence lost in another yawn. "It's been a long day, I guess." Her eyes drooped closed without her permission. She felt warm, cozy and relaxed. His arm slid around her waist, fingertips drawing idly across the skin of her lower back peeking out from between her sweat pants and tank top. She hummed, his action strangely intimate for their situation, but she couldn't find it in herself to care and she gripped his shirt, cuddling into him. It didn't take long before she was out.


	3. Chapter Three

Warmth and weight were the first things Astrid noticed when consciousness returned to her. Sunlight filtered through the blinds, shimmering off flecks of dust in the air. She had a moment of panicky disorientation, taking her a second or two to recall why she wasn't in her room and in her own bed on a weekend. A moment later she recognized the masculine arm wrapped around her waist securing her directly to the source of warmth permeating right down to her bones. Hiccup's fingertips nestled under her tank top, soft and hot against the skin of her stomach. They were curled up together, her body molded to his behind her in the quintessential definition of spooning. His comforter was pulled up around their shoulders, effectively snuggling them in a little cocoon.

His breathing was deep and even, indicating he had not yet awoken. She took a moment to let the contentment seep in, how nice this felt, comfortable and satiated after a night making poor decisions and discovering herself, per Ruff's advice. It really wasn't that poor of a decision. It was a little kissing and heavy petting, innocent teenage agenda. Ruff would probably be disappointed. The fact she was waking up in his bed was the most scintillating detail to this whole affair, even if it was the most innocent of her actions in recent hours. Giddiness took over then, an excitement she hadn't felt in ages.

_I made out with a boy last night!_

The most distracting thing about this was how well her backside fit up against the front of him, curved perfectly into his lap like they were made to fit together. Her past relationship, junior and senior year of high school, always felt like trying to fit a square peg in a round hole, literally. He was big and bulky compared to her lithe frame, ultra masculine, muscular, and something she thought she wanted. He longed for nothing more than to spread his wings and fly away from Berk as fast as he could, and she was close knit with her family, friends, and her home. Berk University was held in high esteem and its graduates valued in the job market. There was no reason to go anywhere else for schooling so she separated ways with him, sad to see something end but excited for the future, eager to start the path to her career and her own life.

This was when she thought about it pragmatically, staunchly refusing to dwell on how much that failed relationship affected her more than she'd ever like to admit. She didn't fail at things. Her friends, her family, her grades, _relationships_. They seemed like the perfect item, quarterback of the football team and captain of the Pom Squad. Homecoming Queen. Star athlete of the volleyball team- her nickname hadn't been 'Spike' for nothing. She took her popularity in high school for granted, never unkind to her fellow students but using her reputation to get ahead. It wasn't without its stresses, the constant pressure to perform in every single endeavor she undertook, the rumor mills, all aspects of her relationship in the spotlight on the high school stage. Looking back she had no idea how she managed to juggle so many responsibilities. She supposed it was relentless tenacity and a fear of failing. She didn't take kindly to failing, at _anything_.

So when he ended the relationship the summer after graduation, she was thankful the high school spotlight was behind them and it was just him and her left to stare at the broken pieces of something that had felt like it was a great thing, but was mostly wrong. She loved him because she thought she had to, isn't that what high school relationships were supposed to be? Wasn't she supposed to lose her virginity on prom night, and then somehow make it work long distance when they went to different colleges? They were high school sweethearts, destined to make a life work because that's how the story goes.

Except it didn't go that way. He broke up with her, flew off to the ends of the Earth and she sat in the ruin of her perfect plans, left to limp on and discover what she really intended to do with her life. High school had been a safe haven, the gateway to adulthood that still assured a safety net underneath the tight rope.

Now she felt like she was up on the high wire alone, balancing as best she could while a crowd viewed from below, all eyes watching and waiting for her one misstep. She dated a couple guys her first year of college, back when it was easier for Ruff to drag her out to parties and events. Both didn't even last a month. She threw herself into books and studying in the face of defeat, like she always did. There was no point trying for a relationship if it was destined to fail.

This, here and now, didn't feel like failing. He was so _warm_. And snuggly. She forgot how nice human contact felt, how much she craved it. Tears pricked at the corner of her eyes when she realized how much she had missed. She forgot that failing just meant you had to try harder next time. Failing sucked, but it didn't mean quitting was acceptable. She needed to pick herself up and dust herself off and try again. She was older, wiser, more experienced now. She could lose herself in books, but books couldn't hug her back. Relationships may end and cut deeply, but lonely metaphorical paper cuts could hurt just as much.

He shifted, his arm tightening around her waist and his thumb caressing the little swell of taught stomach under her navel. She shivered and rolled her hips, eliciting the most delicious noise from the back of his throat. His hand slid to her hipbone and gripped it tightly. She grinned and couldn't help but encourage him with another deliberate wiggle. As he woke up more fully, his sense of propriety awoke too and he rolled away onto his back. She pouted, turning onto her stomach to follow him, resting her head against his shoulder and pushing aside the tangled mane of her unbound hair.

"Morning," she said pleasantly, peeking up at his face.

"Hey," he said, brushing his hand through his bangs.

"Did you tuck us in last night?" she asked, her hand patting his chest.

"Yeah. You fell asleep and started snoring."

She pushed up on her elbows. "Excuse me, I do _not_ snore."

He grinned wickedly. "You drooled a little bit, too. _Ow_!"

She socked him in the arm.

"I thought it was cute -ow, ow!"

She sat up and turned away from him with crossed arms.

"You're kinda violent, aren't you."

"Maybe if you didn't have such a smart mouth."

"I dunno, I thought you liked the things I did with my mouth last night."

She glanced behind her to give him a look, and shrugged. "It was _alright_."

"You said, and I quote, that I was 'the best kisser you've been with.' You said that."

"Well, you are something." She shifted to the edge of the bed, dangling her legs over the side. "Do you have a bathroom I can use?"

He shook his head, eyes wide. "No."

She frowned at him. "What."

"Nah, they didn't give me one of those."

"You don't have a bathroom."

"Nope."

She rolled her eyes and shook her head. "Fine, I'll just wander around your apartment and snoop through all your stuff."

"It's off the living room." He nodded in the direction with his chin, grinning at her. He propped himself up on an elbow.

"Thanks. For nuthin'," she said, getting up.

"You're _always_ welcome, milady."

She snorted. "I've never heard anyone in the past century use that term of endearment."

"What can I say, I'm just old fashioned like that."

"The _sass_ with this one," she said under her breath. What was with those big green doe eyes when he first opened the door? He looked so sweet then. There was certainly a layer of salt underneath that (ridiculously handsome) unassuming exterior.

"Are you getting up too?"

He dodged her gaze and fidgeted, still reclining on his bed safely tucked under his comforter. "Yeah, I will in a moment."

She narrowed her eyes. "Something wrong?"

He shrugged, looking at his pillow. His poker face needed some work. "No. Not, uh, no. Well, it's- you can just go use the bathroom and I'll be- it's-"

"Oh," she said, spotting his prosthetic mostly hidden under the bed, the reason he was so uncomfortable. "I understand. You'd like some privacy."

"Yes," he said, looking relieved. "I'm just, not ready..."

"Say no more, babe. I totally get it. I'll let you know when I'm coming back."

"Thanks," he said, embarrassed, running a hand through the back of his hair. He did that a lot, must be one of his nervous tics. She decided it was endearing. She grabbed her phone and closed his door behind her, heading to his bathroom.

It was tiny, just enough room for the sink, toilet, and shower stall. She glanced around. Like the rest of his apartment, cleanliness wasn't too bad, for a dude. She had seen worse- like Snot and Tuff's apartment. She shuddered and tried to forget about that unfortunate party, and pitied Ruff, who spent a great deal more time there.

Her reflection was a sight; it was a miracle she hadn't scared him off. Wavy hair all over the place and day old make up smudged in rings under her eyes. She splashed some water onto her face, cleaning up the worst of the raccoon eyes and using his comb to tame some of the flyaways in her hair.

She checked her phone. Sure enough, there was a text from her over enthusiastic roommate."Good God, Ruff," she said, snorting. She tapped out a response.

_So? Did you lose your second virginity? I need to know. For science. This is important_

_ -You are relentless_

_So?! Yes?! :D :D :D_

_ -No. Your experiment will have to wait for another day. Like after I know him better. It was one day! I slept over at his apartment though_

_you are ZERO fun. Child's play_

_ -you are too much fun_

_you know it ;D_

_ -I thought you'd be proud I spent the night in his bed_

_I'd be more proud if he spent the night in you_

_ -RUFF!_

_That's my name don't wear it out pretty lady ;)_

_ -Are you getting your comebacks from 1995 now?_

She shook her head and chuckled, finishing up in the bathroom. She gave him a couple more minutes, peeking at some paintings of his stacked against the wall before knocking on his bedroom door.

"Ah, yeah one second... okay. You can come in."

She opened the door and peeked around. "Are you decent?"

"Mostly. I'm not wearing any pants."

"Really?" she said, opening the door with a big grin, feigning disappointment when he was fully clothed in a pair of jeans and a soft looking worn in green t-shirt. He was tall and lanky, but in a proportional way. She bit her lip. He looked _good_ in those jeans.

"Kidding," he said.

"Damn," she giggled. "I was really hoping."

"Ha, yeah." Some of the amusement had left his demeanor and he was standing near his computer, ungainly and stiff. His nervousness seeped into her and she shrugged sheepishly. What now? Say goodbye, do the walk of shame? At least it would be the shortest walk of shame in history, and not much to actually be ashamed over. They hadn't _done_ anything.

Midnight seduced people into doing things they normally wouldn't, like spending the night in a stranger's bed, which seemed like such a great idea at the time. The harsh light of day always brought stark reality with it, casting hastily made decisions into relief. She decided standing and staring at each other was more awkward than talking.

"Hey, so listen. I know we've known each other for like a day, and I completely get that you needed some time to yourself this morning to get settled and dressed and whatnot. But I don't want you to think you have to be embarrassed in front of me. I will admit I don't have experience with this sort of thing, and I'll apologize now if I ever say something that makes you uncomfortable or offends you. I'd never do that intentionally, okay? So please, if I say or do something let me know because I want to learn what's appropriate."

He frowned, processing what she was saying. "This doesn't sound like your standard morning after 'I'll text you sometime' fare."

"I told you, I'm a very straightforward person. I like you and I want to see you again." She shrugged. "You make me smile."

"I make you smile? That's all it takes? I should have _tons_ of girlfriends."

"I'm surprised you don't, actually."

The smile slipped off his face. "We already discussed that."

"I'm sorry some people are so shallow."

"Nah, I can't really blame them."

"Well I can. Do you have a phone?"

"Ah, yeah," he said, reaching into his pocket and pulling the device out.

"Unlock it," she requested. He put in his password and she took it from him. She brought up his contacts list and started to enter in her name, but thought better of it and tapped in _Milady _followed by her phone number. She smiled to herself, wondering what his face would look like when he discovered that. She clicked it off and handed it back to him.

"Your friend must not mind?"

"Who?" he asked, confused.

"Your lady friend. She must not mind that you're with another girl?"

"Oh... her. No, ah- like I said before, that's a whole different... complicated thing. Don't worry, my actions are my own decisions to make. I am legitimately single."

"Hmm," she said, pursing her lips. She didn't want to outright pry, but at the same time she was curious as to how much competition this other girl was. He refused to give anything away, so she let it go for now.

"Oh, I never even- you don't have a boyfriend, do you? I'm not going to have some big tough guy kicking down my door to beat me up, am I?"

She laughed. "No. No boyfriend."

He looked relieved. "Good."

"So, do you have plans for today?"

"Ah, yeah I gotta work at one."

"Bummer. How long is your shift?"

"Work till nine."

"Yikes, full day. I have a lot of studying to catch up on," she said. "For some reason I didn't get much done last night."

He blushed and grinned. "Wonder why."

"Some dude had his face attached to mine for half the night."

"Lucky guy."

"Sure was. Well, I better get going. I feel weird standing here in my pajamas while you're dressed all nice," she said.

"You look cute," he said, reassuring. "But I do have to get some things done before work, so I guess?"

"Walk of shame time," she said with humor.

"Do you need an escort? I'm concerned you'll run into ruffians on your way home. But you look like you work out so you'll have to protect me from them."

She laughed and winked at him. "Nah, I think I can manage." She gathered up her books and notes into her backpack and headed for his door. Toothless intercepted her before she could leave.

"Oh! Bye, kitty!" she said, kneeling down to give the needy feline some pets. Toothless purred and rubbed all up against her arms. "I'll be back, promise."

She looked up at him and gave him a soft smile, which he returned, a light glimmering in his eyes that had been missing for most of the morning. She stood, slinging her bag over one shoulder and leaning in to peck his cheek goodbye.

"See ya round," she said, slipping out his door.

"Yeah, for sure," he answered, watching her go.

Once back in her apartment she was alone save for Ruff's beta fish, whose care mostly fell to her because Ruff couldn't be trusted to keep anything alive except for herself, and even that was questionable some days. She dropped a couple pellets into the bowl and Lenny ate them up greedily.

She flopped onto her bed, giddy and restless. She glanced at her phone, then tossed it aside. Then glanced at it again. Stupid three day text rule. How was she supposed to concentrate on anything at all? It wasn't like she couldn't hear everything he did right on the other side of her wall. It would be strange to hear him come home tonight and not receive any sort of contact from him. She didn't want to play games or beat around the bush; she could tell he was something special and waiting seemed stupid and a waste of time. She wasn't sure if he would try to play the game or not, but time would tell. Either way, it was clear she wanted to see him again and waiting was unbearable.

Studying, she was supposed to be studying. Papers. Notes. Books.

They seemed so empty to her now. Rows of formulas and figures that once demanded every iota of her attention fell flat. Her mind kept wandering back to those kisses, things further south kept twinging when she remembered how he felt against her thigh, his firm grip on her ass and inversely soft palm on her breast, clever fingers mastering her anatomy. If she could go back to his apartment tonight, she would in a heartbeat.

He was well into his workday and she had thrown together some semblance of lunch, lounging on her bed and listening to the radio on low while desperately attempting to absorb any of the material laid out in front of her.

A lilting melody plucked from a guitar floated into her consciousness and she perked up, staring at her radio.

"Oh," she said, curling her fingers into a loose fist. Male and female voices intertwined into a harmonious duet, stalling all thought processes in her brain. She smiled, heart light in her chest, happier than she had been in a long time.

_And all I've seen since eighteen hours ago is green eyes and freckles and your smile in the back of my mind, making me feel like I just want to know you better now_

She could've thrown something, she was such a sap. Music was fine and all but she hadn't shared his level of enthusiasm for it. Words this perfect crashed into her like an ocean wave, drawing her into the undertow and comprehension flooded onto her face. She understood what he had been trying to say, the importance he placed on finding an emotional connection within lyrics and notes. It was like this song had been written for them and she quirked her lips. He would be so _smug_ knowing he was right, she could just see it.

She got up and paced. There was no way studying was happening now.

Ruff stumbled through the front door with a clamor, breaking the spell she was in. She had never been so grateful for a distraction.

"Hey," she said, leaning against her bedroom door's frame as Ruff tossed her keys onto the kitchen counter.

Her roommate looked a little worse for the wear, but it didn't matter. Ruff pounced like a puma stalking its prey when she caught sight of Astrid, still in the same clothes from last night. She zeroed in on Astrid's neck as though she possessed an innate ability to sense evidence of mischief.

"Is that a _hickey_?! Oh my God, girl. I want details. Like all the dirty nitty gritty. _Spill_."

Astrid giggled and backed away, holding her hands up. "Not much to tell, honest."

"_Please_ tell me you at least let him get to third."

"Ah, no."

"Jesus, Astrid, come on-"

"Second."

Ruff stopped and appraised her. "Under clothes? Mouth?"

"Well, no-"

She shook her head. "Okay, okay, it's a start. A fourteen year old start, but I'll take it. What else?"

Astrid blushed. "I um... pulled the old Thorston maneuver you taught me on him."

Ruff cheered and clapped her hands. "Ah! I told you that is the best move! Is he packing?"

"I couldn't really tell. He didn't seem to be having any problems in that department, though."

Ruff grinned deviously, rubbing her hands together. "Nice, very nice. And you slept over?"

"Woke up spooning. He tucked us in."

"What a freaking gentleman. Where do you find these guys, Astrid? Does he have a friend? Ooh a brother?"

"I have no idea. Aren't you and Snot a thing yet?"

"Friends with benefits. _Lots_ of benefits at the moment."

"Why don't you just date him. You know he likes you."

Ruff shrugged. "Maybe. We'll see."

Astrid smirked. She was cautious to get physical with someone she didn't know whereas Ruff was cautious to get emotionally attached to someone she was physically involved with. Strangely they balanced each other out.

"You know, I tried things your way, I went out and got some strange like you said. Maybe you should go out and get yourself a relationship," she said, teasing.

Ruff crinkled her nose. "God, _relationship_. It sounds so stuffy."

Astrid softened, nostalgia and things long past washing up. "It's better than you think."

"I'll take your word for it." Ruff yawned. "Now, I'm going to go throw up in my trash can and then pass out for another few hours. See you later."

"Yeah, cool," she responded, frowning. Ruff didn't provide company long enough for an effective distraction. "Back to the books I guess."

She tried to focus, she really did. That silly song kept replaying in her head and all she could think about was how good kissing him had felt and how nice and warm she had been tucked up together with him in his bed.

All afternoon she wrestled with notes, trying to cram anything she could retain into her mutinous brain. She glanced at the clock in five minute increments, hoping at least fifteen had gone by. It was only six o'clock in the evening and he wouldn't be home for another three hours. She felt pathetic. Waiting on a boy to come home like this when she probably wouldn't even hear from him at all. She didn't get his number and she refused to go to his apartment unless he asked.

She was tired of dating games but she wasn't jaded enough to know some moves reeked of desperation. She refused to be desperate, no matter how long it had been since the last time she had anyone on the line. She felt so out of practice. He was cute and she was sure he'd text her at some point, whether he waited the three days or was tapping out a message right now. She checked her phone again. Maybe not exactly right now.

She covered her face with her hands. It would be a special kind of torture if he waited three days to contact her, especially having to listen to his every move on the other side of her wall.

This wasn't desperate at all.

Somehow she fell asleep, even with thoughts whizzing around her brain like a maelstrom. When she woke groggily and glanced at her alarm clock, she sat up with a jolt. It was five after nine and she wasn't sure where he worked or how long it would take him to get home, but he should be punched out. "Hey, you want some pizza?" Ruff asked, poking her head in through the door.

"Yeah, sure," she said, wiping one of her eyes with the back of her hand.

"You fall asleep?"

"Yeah, took a nap."

"College kids, rediscovering the glory of the afternoon nap. Those two year olds don't know how good they have it."

"Preach," she said, mouth opened wide with a yawn. "What kind?"

"What kind what."

"Pizza."

"Pepperoni."

She slid herself off the bed and followed Ruff into the living room. "Hey, Snot."

"Sup babe," Snot said, giving her his trademark grin.

"You and Ruff having a date night?"

"Astrid," Ruff said, giving her a warning glance. Snot shrugged.

"Whatever Ruff wants."

"And what I want is to see if I can fit a whole pizza slice into my mouth."

Snot grinned devilishly. "Well-"

"No!" Astrid said, holding out her hands to ward him off. "Do not finish that. I do _not_ need to know why you think she can."

"Killjoy."

"I'll be in my room. Try not to be too loud."

"No promises!" Ruff said cheerily.

"Gross," she muttered, retreating to the sanctuary of her room with pizza and soda in hand. Back on her bed, ear to the wall. All quiet on the other side. Disappointment with a flush of humiliation. Nope, not desperate. For the first time she missed his noise.

She turned the radio on low for background music while she attempted another crack at studying, which didn't last long. She perked up when it was nine thirty five and she heard a door opening. She plastered herself to the wall.

"_Hey, bud! How are you? Did you have a good day lounging around doing nothing?"_

Toothless meowed and she smiled to herself, picturing the cat winding himself around his owner's legs. She sat back, feeling creepy for listening to him but ecstatic he was home. Her heart quickened its pace when she heard him enter his bedroom.

"Be cool, idiot," she said to herself under her breath. After a moment she heard the sound of him flopping onto his bed and she clenched her fists. He was right on the other side of her wall. She had no idea what to do. Studying was out of the question. Contacting him wasn't an option. She sat on her bed, a bundle of nerves, knowing he was so close to her and there was nothing she could do about it.

As the song on the radio switched to commercials, she lighted on an idea to get his attention. She switched off the music and pulled up youtube on her phone. A quick search and she pressed play. She turned up the volume just enough that she knew he'd be able to hear it, but not loud enough to sound completely intentional. Heart thumping, she leaned back onto her pillow and placed her phone face down on her chest, listening to the words and smiling to herself.

_All I know is you held the door, you'll be mine and I'll be yours, all I know since yesterday is everything has changed_

Half way through the song her phone buzzed and she almost jumped out of her skin. She flew up so fast it clattered off the bed. She dove for it, heart hammering in her throat and half falling onto the floor. Sure enough it was a text from an unlisted number. Fingers trembling, she read the message on screen and a grin burst onto her face.

_Excuse me miss, but could you please turn your music down? I'm trying to study and you're disturbing me it's very important_

She shook her head. Still full of sass.

_ -Oh I'm sorry, was it annoying you? I have to have it as loud as humanly possible so I can focus on my typography assignments :P_

Three bubbles appeared as he typed in a response.

_Is that so? Well I'm going to come over so we can have a civil conversation about it. With our tongues _

"Oh God, yes please," she said out loud before she could stop herself, clamping a hand over her mouth. Another text from him popped up.

_Yeah, you'll be calling that out a lot if I have my way with you ;)_

Her face turned a bright shade of red and she dropped her phone, wishing the bed could physically swallow her whole.

_ -you seem very sure of yourself_

_I have a good feeling about it :) _

_-How was work?_

_Long and boring, per usual_

_-Where do you work?_

_Hank's Hardware. I help cantankerous old dudes find the perfect pipe wrench. It's very glamorous don't be jealous_

_ -Oh don't worry, I'll find some way to control myself :)_

_I don't mind if you lose control around me _

_ -look at you with the smooth af lines_

_I try milady ;)_

_ -you're seriously making it very difficult to study. I thought going over to your apartment and yelling at you would make it better but it didn't work_

_I'm always good for messing up people's plans, don't worry it's a natural talent_

She frowned. Another self depreciating comment that struck her as odd, like he was alluding to something else, but she didn't know him well enough to comment. So she decided to try a different tactic.

_-how am I supposed to get any work done when all I can think about is how nice you felt behind me this morning?_

_Scandalous :)_

_ -It's true though_

_I thought about it all day too_

She clutched at her heart, which threatened to keel over on her. She flopped back onto her pillow and ran the other hand over her face.

_I work tomorrow night, but Monday I'm free. Care for another study session?_

_-Sounds like a date_

_:) If that's what you want to call it_

_I have to keep working on that typography assignment you so rudely interrupted last night, so I've got to go :/ But, I'll put in my headphones just for you :) _

_ -You don't have to put in your headphones. I don't mind now that I know why you do it_

_You're too sweet. Talk later?_

_-For sure. Night!_

She tossed her phone onto her pillow, grinning like an idiot. She heard the sound of him rising up from his bed and settling into his computer chair. After a bit of fumbling his music started playing at a lower volume than usual for him and she smiled, the lyrics still filtering through the walls.

_Love me today don't leave me tomorrow, if I fall for you I'll never recover, if I fall for you I'll never be the same_

She sighed happily and studied alongside him. When she clicked off the light and heard him return to his bed for the night too, she turned and faced the wall, wondering if he was doing the same thing on the other side. She reached out and tentatively knocked twice, a soft rap of her knuckles.

She grinned and placed a hand on her heart when she heard two soft taps in response.

* * *

><p>Well, this is the end of part three. I have more planned for this, but I can't even give a tentative time as to when I'll be able to post more. I'm motivated to write, so I'm hoping it won't be something ridiculous like half a year but we'll see! I anticipate posting something akin to drabbles based in this AU universe more so than actual chapters, although they'll be posted in time order. There's just so much potential!<p>

So, until next time! Thank you for reading!
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* * *

><p>Midterms started tomorrow.<p>

Astrid was absolutely panicking.

The past two weeks were filled with "study dates" that dissolved into something entirely else, and while she was satisfied with the outcome of _that_, not much actual knowledge was absorbed. She resolved to spend the weekend locked in her room alone so she could cram as much material into her flaky brain as possible. The brain that couldn't stop thinking about _him_.

They had started somewhat of an easy friendship alongside all of the physical activity. She was drawn to his impeccably timed wit, his lanky form, and his damn hands. Something about his hands drew her gaze, like no matter how much he teased Toothless, whenever he handled the cat he was always so gentle, revealing the depth of his true affection. She had never seen a man so graceful with his hands but still exude masculinity. There was nothing feminine about him but posturing alpha male he was not and she found this intensely intriguing. She possessed the stronger personality between them by far, though he held his own against her by using quips to balance her force.

Sometimes she felt like his gentleness exacerbated the contrast between his mild easy going nature and her tactless candor. She was blunt and honest, things she had always considered to be strengths, but he made her appreciate the softer side. She wanted to think her good qualities, like her determination and work ethic, offset her inability to be delicate.

He didn't seem to mind her personality quirks, in fact she rather thought he maybe saw her as a contender, someone who could go toe to toe with his sharp tongue. He generally won their verbal sparring matches with sheer wit, earning him a punch on the shoulder when she couldn't think of anything to comeback with. His quiet intelligence challenged her own and satisfied her competitive nature. He made her strive to best him by anticipating his next move, but inevitably she would dissolve into giggles because his humor was so on point. She had never gotten to know someone like him and her immediate fondness for him surprised her.

She glanced at her alarm clock. Hiccup worked an earlier shift today and was due to walk into his apartment any moment. Even though she wouldn't be joining him this evening, she liked to know he was home. Right on cue she heard his keys jangling and his door being opened.

"_Hey, how are you, bud?" _

She could hear the creeping exhaustion in his tone, but she perked up just at the sound of his voice. She relaxed against her pillow, attempting to focus on math equations and letting the soothing noises of him moving about his apartment fade to the background of her consciousness.

About a half an hour later of working complex formulas there was a knock on his door. Her hearing snapped back to attention. She heard him undo the latch, though the sounds from farther away in his apartment were muffled.

"_Oh... ah, hey?"_

"_Hey."_

Her eyebrows rose. The voice belonged to a female. She abandoned her notebook and pressed herself against the wall.

"_Can we talk?"_

"_Um, I don't know if that's such a good idea."_

"_I know, but I don't like where we left things."_

"_I really don't think there's anything left to say.__" _

"_That's not true and you know it."_

She recognized that voice and her heart stopped in her chest. It was the girl he brought home not quite a month ago. She heard them move into the kitchen area. Some part of her felt extremely guilty for eavesdropping, but the thin walls wouldn't have kept much of their conversation from her anyway. She was dying to know what this girl's deal was. She wished she had paid more attention to the argument through the wall the first time around, but she couldn't possibly have known in hindsight it would have any sort of relevance.

"_You couldn't text me to let me know you were coming?"_

"_I was driving by and I saw your car. Also, I knew you probably wouldn't respond to me if I did."_

"_Well you were right on that one. I am not looking to start anything, I just want to be clear on that."_

"_Then what were we doing that night?" _

"_Making a huge mistake."_

"_Was it really, though?"_

"_Yes. Absolutely, yes."_

"_You would've gone through with it. If we hadn't been interrupted, you would've. You were completely willing."_

"_Is that really all that surprising to you? You caught me when I was drunk, vulnerable, and depressed. You're... familiar. Of course I was fucking willing."_

"_Still the same old bitterness, I see."_

"_Don't even start with that. I really don't see the need for any of this."_

"_You almost had sex with me and I can't stop thinking about it. We used to have something good and I know you. We can't just leave things like they are; we have history, Hiccup. That's not fair."_

"_Yeah, we do have history, and that's all it is because of you. Now you want to talk about things not being fair?"_

Her eyebrows rose on her forehead. This girl wasn't just a friend, she was an ex. An ex that broke up with him, not mutually, it sounded. He failed to mention that tidbit.

"_Right, I probably owe you an apology-"_

"_An apology won't ever untangle the mess you made."_

"_No, Hiccup. The mess wasn't mine. I had to step away from it."_

"_Your timing couldn't have been worse."_

"_What would you have had me do? You pushed everyone away. Me, Fish, your mom, your dad-"_

"_Heather."_

"_Don't snap at me. You know it's true. I tried. I really, really did. What Thomas and the guys did to you was terrible, but-"_

"_Terrible? No. Not a severe enough adjective, try again."_

"_I'm not disputing what happened to you wasn't the shittiest thing that could ever happen. But you never tried to fix it, or yourself. You just wallowed in your bitterness and misery and shut out everyone who ever cared for you."_

"_Nope, nope you know that's not right. We were falling apart long before that. You were so distant and you conveniently placed all the blame on me, because it was so damn easy to. You're an opportunist, using the whole situation to your advantage. It sure gave you the perfect exit."_

"_Listen to you. You always do this, twist things around in your head and cling to it so you can justify your anger. I sat by your fucking hospital bed every God damned day, Hiccup. I was there for you."_

"_You were, but you weren't, because this is what you always do. I'm not the one who twists things for their own benefit. You shift the perception of the situation to make yourself look good, when in actuality you knew that if you broke up with me after the accident you would've looked like a huge bitch. When Thomas happened, it was too much for you to associate yourself with. You left."_

"_I left because you refused to listen, to anyone or anything. This was never about me. It just seemed like the damage was too insurmountable. I was sixteen years old! It was a lot for a teenager to handle; I wasn't a grief counselor. I did what I could, but you wouldn't let me in! You wouldn't let anyone in. Apparently not much has changed."_

"_You were so good at this. Playing the fucking victim, like you were the victim here. Did you forget I was sixteen too? I didn't get a choice! How dare I harbor a shred of bitterness over the hand I was dealt. How dare I react to anything at all. How dare I not give a fuck where that leaves you, because absolutely none of this happened to you, at all. The fact remains, you left me at a time when I needed you the most, and you didn't care, no matter how much I begged or pleaded you to stay."_

"_I couldn't. Not when you refused to meet me halfway."_

There was a silence, and she could almost see him standing there fuming, carefully crafting his response to do the utmost damage.

"_How could I meet you halfway when I couldn't walk, Heather."_

Another beat, when she responded it was so soft Astrid almost couldn't hear it.

"_That wasn't fair."_

"_No shit. It was never fair between us, we've already established this hundreds of times."_

"_What possessed you to take me home then? If you're this mad at me, how did I end up in your bed."_

"_Already answered that. I was drunk and depressed."_

"_Sunk to new lows, is that it?" _

"_I am so glad you came over tonight. We're doing an awesome job fixing this and not yelling at each other like we did last time."_

"_You know, I shouldn't be surprised; I can only do so much on my end. You never try to fix anything. You just leave it all to fester and build up until you break. You lost a limb and instead of gaining a new outlook on your life and moving on you wallowed in misery and pain. Thomas pulled his little stunt and you refused to press charges. Instead you just let it consume you, let all of it take you down and then you dragged me down with you. High school is shit for pretty much everyone, Hiccup. It's how you respond to life's trials that shows what kind of person you are. Thomas is a dickhead, always has been and always will be. You will never get your foot back and it's time you moved on and lived your life instead of dwelling in the past."_

"_Do me a favor and lose my number."_

"_Hiccup... I'm only trying to-"_

"_No. You think you're making sense, but all it's showing is your naivety and complete lack of empathy, and you wondered why I never let you in. People suffer, Heather. People have shit things happen to them and not everyone is strong enough to face down their demons. Yet you just sweep in here, invalidating all that suffering like people don't have a right to feel terrible about what's happened to them. You can't take that away, that's all some people have."_

"_And is 'some people' you?"_

"_No. Because I'm not wallowing anymore."_

"_Really? Because this whole fight seems like wallowing to me. Almost sleeping with your ex while drunk and depressed is sort of a sure sign you're on your way to rock bottom. What could have possibly changed in three weeks?"_

There was a tense pause and she held her breath, squeezing her fist.

"_Oh... I see. You met someone, didn't you?" _Heather's tone was accusing and curious. He didn't answer and she felt her heart beat erratically in her chest.

"_Oh my God. You did, you actually met someone. Was your bed still warm from me leaving it?"_

"_I think we're done here."_

She heard him briskly walk to the door and Heather's footsteps reluctantly follow. The anger in his tone drained away into weary sorrow when he spoke.

"_I'm sorry we fought. I'm sorry about that whole damn night, and I'm sorry we almost made a mistake, but I'm not kidding when I said lose my number. I really don't think there's anything left for us here and I'm not interested in being friends anymore. Thank you for all that you did for me in high school. I really do appreciate that you stayed at the hospital with me, at the time that was everything, but we can't be that for each other anymore. I'm just... sorry. About all of it."_

"_I'm... I'm sorry too. I'm sorry, Hiccup." _Her voice was soft, remorseful.

"_Yeah. We've been friends for a long time, but I think it's over."_

"_Whoever she is, I hope she's what you're looking for."_

"_Thanks. Have a nice life, Heather."_

"_You... you too."_

She gazed at her notes in a daze, unsure how to process what she just heard. The door closed and Heather's footsteps were heavy down the hall. She desperately wanted to run to the door and peek to see what Heather looked like but she refrained, staying to listen to Hiccup in the aftermath.

"_I'll be back in a minute, bud."_

Where was he going now? She pressed her ear to the wall, hearing him leave his apartment. In a moment there was a knock on her unit's door and her heart threatened to burst out of her chest. He had come straight over to her.

"I've got it," Ruff called, emerging from her room, which was closer to the entrance.

"No, wait!" Astrid said, scrambling off her bed and tripping when her foot caught in her sheets. Ruff opened the door.

"Oh... My... God. It's not my birthday. Who sent you? Doesn't matter, I will sign for your package."

"Um, wha- is Astrid here?"

"Ruff!" Astrid said, bursting out of her room after untangling herself. He looked up at her and she drew in a sharp breath at the storm brewing behind his eyes.

"Of course you're here for Astrid," Ruff said, disappointed while she scanned him up and down appreciatively.

"Excuse us, please," Astrid said to Ruff pointedly. Her feisty roommate gave him another look and her patented Thorston grin. He nodded politely but she could tell he was in no mood to handle any more of Ruff's antics.

"Let's go for a walk," he said, tone serious and not a hint of his normal easy going demeanor. Her heart skipped nervously.

"Yeah, let me just get my coat."

He retreated out the door and Ruff gave her a wide eyed stare and pointed to his back, fanning herself and miming about how incredibly attractive he was. She tried to placate Ruff and shoo her away, but Ruff just grinned and made some very inappropriate and crude gestures with her hands... and mouth. And tongue.

"You are impossible," Astrid hissed at her under her breath so he wouldn't hear. She wrapped her blue scarf around her neck and zipped up her coat.

He was waiting for her, staring down the hall like he was lost in thought. He startled when she closed the door behind her and together they walked off.

Her nerves were popping like little firecrackers, waiting for him to speak. She didn't want to let on she heard everything if he didn't bring it up himself, but he had to know she was privy to that whole conversation. He didn't look at her once as they crossed the parking lot and veered for the sidewalk. Once they eased into a comfortable pace he spoke.

"So, I'm sorry you had to hear all that."

She pursed her lips. "Isn't it more, you're not sorry I 'had' to, but more that I did at all?"

He sighed. "That is more accurate, yes."

"I wouldn't have eavesdropped on you, but those walls are so thin-"

"I know."

"When you said it was complicated, I didn't realize it was an ex," she said.

"I've made some poor decisions in my life. That was definitely one of them."

"Who hasn't made poor decisions though? It's basically a prerequisite for life."

"You're being awfully understanding."

"What do you mean?"

He glanced at her for the first time, a quick nervous dart of his eyes. "Hearing all my dirty laundry aired out like that. I mostly expected you to be a lot more awkward and looking for a way out of this. Won't blame you if you do."

"You know, I'm glad I overheard, because now I know where that attitude comes from."

"What attitude?"

"The thinking I'm just going to up and quit on you. You were sure I'd leave when I discovered your prosthetic and now you think I'm clamoring to get away from you after hearing your little lover's spat."

"Ugh, it was not a lover's spat. It was the dying breath of a friendship that was beyond saving."

"Was she your girlfriend in high school?"

"Yes."

"And you were dating her when you had your accident?"

"Yes."

"But, it wasn't when you had your accident that you broke up?"

He tensed, muscle in his jaw twitching and his shoulders imperceptibly hunched. "There are some things I'm not ready to talk about. That's one of them."

"Okay," she accepted.

He frowned. "Okay? You're not mad that I don't want to talk?"

"Not my business to pry. If you want to talk to me about it someday I'm all ears, and I'm a very good listener. But it's your past and your baggage. You decide when you're ready to share."

"But..."

"Hey. I might be pushy and tactless a lot of the time, but even I can recognize when someone needs some space. I mean, I do hope you'll trust me though. If you ever want things to progress."

He looked thoughtful, bottom lip poking out and brows furrowed. His hands were hidden in the pockets of his jacket, so she looped her arms around his left one and cuddled into his side.

"For right now, it sounds like you've been through a lot and you could use a friend."

"Yeah. Yeah, I guess I really could. That sounds nice," he said with a sigh.

She looked up into his face and gave him a tender smile. He couldn't help the twitch that tugged at the corner of his lip.

"I'm not siding with anyone, but your ex had a point about one thing."

He stiffened, bracing himself for her words.

"I think she meant well, but went about it the wrong way. It isn't good to let things fester until you become overwhelmed by them. Sometimes when you're drowning, you have to accept the hand outstretched to you, even if you're determined to do it on your own."

"Are you trying to say you're the hand?"

"Only if you want me to be. There was definitely a time when I felt like that and I wish I had accepted the help instead of pushing it away."

He nodded slowly, keeping his eyes forward. "Noted."

They went silent and his hand slipped out of his pocket and into hers, intertwining their fingers together. She smiled and rested her head against his shoulder. It was an oppressive evening, overcast with bloated clouds and light drizzle, streetlights hazy and casting a dewy sheen over everything. Their steps were punctuated with wet scrapes against the pavement and she huddled closer to him for warmth from the misty cold.

He stopped and turned under a streetlamp, her momentum carrying her forward but he tugged her into him for a firm kiss containing numerous emotions behind it. She wrapped her arms around his torso and squeezed tightly, hugging and reassuring at the same time.

Her nose and the tips of her ears were cherry red when he pulled away, searching her with his eyes.

"I don't think I deserve you."

"You gotta stop saying things like that. You deserve to be happy."

"I think I could be, when I'm with you."

"That was smooth, well done sir."

A wistful grin broke out onto his face. "Too much?"

"Just right, baby bear. Come on, let's go home, huh?"

"All right, Goldilocks," he said, tugging on her braid.

They circled back around and he dropped her off at her apartment door, where he lingered.

"Thanks for everything tonight. If... if you want, you could come back to my place..."

"I don't think so, mister. My routine has been completely ruined by you, again! Midterms are tomorrow and I barely got anything done. If I come over I'll never study, you and I both know this. Don't you have something due for Illustration?"

"Yes," he said guiltily.

"See? Studying," she said firmly. "Trust me, once midterms are over, I will be in your bed every chance I get."

He raised his eyebrows. "Really?"

She nodded. "If it weren't midterms you know I'd come home with you after a night like you've had. But I can't, these tests make up too much of my grades."

"Okay," he said, disappointed. "Good night, then."

He kissed her again, hand on her back, conveying his gratitude with his mouth. They parted with a soft smack, and she kissed him on his cheek.

"See you tomorrow," she said, ducking past her door. He waved and started to unlock his.

Ruff was on her the moment she closed herself into their apartment.

"You've been holding out on me. That was the hottie neighbor, wasn't it? How the hell did you resist boning that?!"

"Ruff, oh my God. You have a one track mind."

"When it involves guys that cute what do you expect?"

"We're not in a rush."

"So is it like, serious then?"

She shrugged. "I mean, I dunno. He's really cool and sweet. I like him."

"Have you slept with him yet?"

She shook her head.

"Really, you still haven't had sex? Aww you really do like him!"

She rolled her eyes. "I don't just hop into bed with anything that has a penis, Ruff."

"Hey, are you insinuating that I do? I have standards, you know."

"Yeah, but it's literally like the top rung of the limbo bar. Almost anyone can sail right under that."

"Penis and a pulse." Ruff winked. "And muscles. Oh my God, do I love the gun show... and his face. He's gotta have a cute face. A beard doesn't hurt either. And-"

"I'm supposed to be studying," she whined. "Not listening to your man checklist."

"Fine, be that way. You're no fun."

"I'll be tons of fun after midterms."

"Speaking of 'after midterms,' Tuff said the frat boys are throwing another Halloween costume party this year. We're going."

"I don't get a choice?"

"No. We're going. Bring Mr. Hottie McHotpants."

"But I don't know if-"

"I don't want to hear it. You are going and you're bringing Cuteface Boy with you. End of story."

"But I-"

"Nope."

"But-"

"Shh."

"Ruff!"

"You will thank me. Don't you have some studying to do or something? You should get on that, you're going to fail all your tests. Jeez Astrid, it's called _responsibility_."

"Why do I live with you?" she said, rubbing her hands down her face.

"Because I am the bestest roomie ever," Ruff said, giving her a hug. "Now go get 'em, tiger!" She slapped Astrid on the butt.

"Ruff!"

"You call my name all the time, the neighbors are going to think we're a couple and that I'm really good in bed."

"Ah, pretty sure the neighbor knows I'm more into him," she said, giggling.

"Touche," Ruff said, pointing a finger gun at her. "Ready, set, study!"

"I _am_ going to fail all my tests," she moaned, stumbling back to her room. She flopped back onto her bed and cast a weary eye over her spread of schoolwork. "I can't wait until I graduate."

She picked up her phone and toyed with it. She opened up text and sent a heart emoji before she could change her mind.

A heart and smiley face appeared in return. She grinned.

He'll be alright.

* * *

><p>Just a note about my intention- which was to avoid making Heather sound like a complete bitch. I don't like bashing or vilifying characters. I have used her as a plot device here, but aside from some of her comments, it should be somewhat unclear as to which one of them is "right." He implied some character flaws about her. She had some valid points but was unable to communicate them in a sympathetic manner. Hiccup went through some very traumatic events and her way of dealing with that trauma didn't align with his. They were both adolescents who had no idea how to cope. It mostly adds up to two people with opposing views who just aren't right for each other. Basically, I wanted to handle this in a more mature way rather than conveniently 'getting rid of the ex.'<p> 


	5. Chapter Five

Hello everyone who's stuck around!

I'm back, with hopefully something a little more fun for you. Sorry this took me so long; I had a wicked case of writer's block on it, so I hope this reads okay to all of you. This is based off a prompt from the lovely lessnoiseandmoregreen. Basically she is to blame for fanning the plot flames of this whole thing. She said "oh, what if they go to a costume party and wear their Viking gear?!" and well... this happened.

No, I have not forgotten this story is listed under M. Yes, there will be some content- in the next chapter (and the chapter after that will be like 99% fanservice cough I mean what?). Sorry! I gotta build up to it, you know? Luckily, chapter 6 is mostly ready to go. I wanted the whole party arc to be its own posting, but it was too long and I had to break it up into two parts.

Also, once again, I will get to responding to reviews I promise I promise! But at this point I have to sneak away late at night to write and post this story, and I just haven't gotten the extra time yet to sit down and reply. Thank you so much though, you all have been so sweet, encouraging, and understanding and I really appreciate it. I figure you'd rather get another chapter out of me first :) But seriously some of you have left some awesome reviews that I definitely want to gush at you for.

Alright I'll stop babbling, here you go

* * *

><p>"So, have you decided what you're going to wear?"<p>

Astrid continued clicking furiously at the keys of her laptop. "Huh? What?"

"Tonight. Have you figured out a costume?"

She crinkled her nose. "I don't wanna wear a costume."

Ruff looked scandalized. "You _have_ to wear a costume, it's a Halloween party! You're going to look silly if you don't."

She stopped typing and gave Ruff a look, arching her eyebrow. "I'm going to look silly if I _don't_ wear a costume? Did you hear what you just said?"

"Midterms week is over, you need to let loose and party it up. Part of that is wearing a costume to a costume party and I'm not letting you say no."

She huffed and fell back against the couch, glancing at the ceiling. "I don't own any costumes so I'd have to buy one and the money mom and dad gave me for this month is already budgeted out and I can't-"

"Do you still have that Viking costume from when Berk East did the school spirit parade?"

She frowned. "I'm not wearing that old thing."

"Why not? It was cute, no one will know it was a mascot costume. You should totally wear that- oh and get your man to coordinate! You can both go as Vikings, it'll be adorable."

"It's probably buried in my old poms stuff, I don't want to go dig that out."

"Excuses excuses. I feel like it's pulling teeth to get you to do anything fun."

"Schoolwork is important."

"So is getting laid."

She gave Ruff another hard look. "I need to have good grades so I can-"

"Heard the spiel before, save your breath. Midterms are over, pressure's off for now. You can have fun for one night."

Astrid sighed and closed her laptop.

She had to remind herself this was the way Ruff showed she cared. At a time when she wanted to seal herself away and never see another human being again the summer of graduating year, Ruff was there, dragging her kicking and screaming into being functional. She resisted every step of the way and instead of giving up Ruff only tried harder.

They were best friends all of high school, in an opposites attract sort of way. Ruff was reckless, partied hard and barely made it through most of her classes. She was not unintelligent however, possessing a sharp sense of street smarts that Astrid could never follow, though Ruff tried to mentor her.

In return Astrid tutored Ruff in her failing classes and the symbiotic relationship somehow worked. She always figured Ruff could do extremely well in class if she cared to try. She didn't have to spell things out, one explanation was all Ruff ever needed to get correct answers. Ruff simply didn't place schoolwork high on her priority list and Astrid always thought it was a shame, knowing Ruff could shine if she only applied herself.

On the other hand Astrid knew Ruff was far more advanced than her with people relations and knowledge on how the world worked. Ruff was adept at reading body language and feeling out social situations in a way Astrid couldn't keep up with if she tried. Sometimes it made her frustrated because she could tutor Ruff in academics and the facts were there in plain black and white, but reading people was all gray scale. On her darker days Astrid was envious of Ruff's easy ability to make friends and grace everyone with her fun social butterfly personality.

Then there were days like this, when she recalled all the things Ruff did to support her. Her own words to Hiccup stuck out in her mind. Ruff was extending out her hand, like she always did when Astrid felt like she was drowning. This time she was going to take it without hesitation.

"All right, you win. Care to take a trip down memory lane?"

A brilliant grin lit up Ruff's face. "You know it, lady."

About an hour and a half later the two girls were on a mission, digging through falling apart cardboard boxes in the stuffy attic of Astrid's childhood home. She coughed as dust plumed up from the box she rifled through.

"Ugh, high school wasn't _that_ long ago, this is making me feel old."

"Wait until you graduate college. Suddenly you have to be an adult, you'll have no idea what all those youths are talking about with their slang and you'll be yelling at them to get off your lawn," Ruff said, rummaging through an adjacent box. She snorted and started to laugh.

"What'd you find?" Astrid said suspiciously.

"Oh, only a precious widdle baby picture of you!" Ruff held up her prize, a school photo featuring a gap-toothed Astrid from second grade.

"Gimmie that!" Astrid said, swiping for Ruff's treasure.

"No! I'm gonna take it home with us and hang it over my bed."

"Eww, that's just weird! You wanna look at my face while you do all the sinful things you do in your bed?"

"Good point, we'll hang it over the couch. Not that that's any better..."

"Oh my God," Astrid moaned, covering her face. "Please, not the couch, don't tell me you-"

"Oh yeah. Me and Snot? Yeeeeeah."

"We have to burn the couch. Kill it with fire."

"Ah, then we're going to have to just burn down the whole apartment, because-"

"No. No no no I don't want to know," Astrid said, shaking her head. "I'm just going to pretend you're a celibate nun and our general living spaces have never been defiled."

"I envy the strength of your imagination."

"I might actually cry."

"We mostly cleaned up everything... I mean, I wouldn't advise taking a black light to the apartment or anything..."

Astrid made a gagging noise. "Can we just find the costume and get out of here? I will never be able to touch any surface of that apartment again. We're going in there with fifty cans of Lysol."

"Should probably make it more like eighty."

"The extra thirty make a difference? I am in severe need of brain bleach."

"Hey, is this it?" Ruff said, setting a pair of red and white pom poms on the floor and holding up a fluffy fur covered boot.

"Yes!" Astrid said. "At least, that's part of it. Is the rest in there?"

Ruff dug around some more. "Here's the other boot. Oh look! It's your old pom uniform! I don't even know where mine is. We looked smoking hot in these," she said, holding up red and white spandex.

"Wow, that sure takes me back," Astrid said, smiling.

"I think I found the skirt. Yeah, it's got the skull belt with it. You should probably just wear the leather underskirt and not the spikes though, if you plan on getting up close and personal with a certain boy tonight."

Astrid flushed and peeked into the box beside Ruff. "Oh, I forgot it was a crop top. I can't wear this!"

"Girl, please. This is tame compared to some of the costumes people wear. You looked adorable in it back then and you'll make Hiccup's jaw drop now."

"Are the leggings in there at least? I don't want to have bare legs and midriff."

"Yeah they're in here. The headband is too."

"Well, I guess, if this is my only option," Astrid said, looking over the old costume.

"You'll look great. Hiccup will like it, guaranteed."

"If it's Ruff approved, how can I go wrong."

"That's the old Berk East Vikings spirit," Ruff said, winking.

ooo

"Tell me why we're doing this again?"

"Because Ruff doesn't take no for an answer."

"Your roommate is... um..."

"Yeah. I know." Astrid scanned along the racks of costumes. "I'm not seeing anything specifically Viking," she said, glancing around.

"Do I have to go as a Viking? I don't really _look_ like a Viking..."

"Ruff said matching costumes would be cute."

"True, it would be, but I'm not really the type that likes to play dress-up, so-"

"Funny, neither am I, but since I got strong-armed into it I'm taking you down with me."

"_Greeeat_."

"Hmm... hey look at this!" She held up a bag with a Robin Hood costume. "You could totally use this. It has a laced green tunic, brown pants, and a belt. Just don't wear the hat."

"I guess that could work," Hiccup said.

"Do you have any boots?"

"I have a pair of brown work boots that I wear at the hardware store."

"Perfect. Now we just gotta find you a helmet."

"There's a wall of assorted hats and stuff over there." He pointed. She wandered over with him trailing behind.

They poked through wigs, makeup, and all manner of accessories when she held up a horned helmet triumphantly. "Look what I found. It's actually pretty solid too."

"You're sure about this, huh?"

"If I have to go in costume so do you."

"And so it starts," he said with humor.

"And so what starts?" she asked tartly.

"Me tagging along after you while you're going shopping, coordinating couples costumes..."

She narrowed her eyes. "Do you not want to come?"

"No, no it's fine. Parties are great, love it."

"Your sarcasm knows no bounds, does it. I sort of... owe Ruff, and I don't want to go alone. I get hit on by a _ton_ of frat boys."

"Parties! Man, am I excited for tonight, I mean thank goodness Ruff invited us both, am I right? Can't let you brave it all by yourself, that's for sure-"

"You are not transparent at all."

"Oh, good, for a moment there I was worried you had me all figured out."

She laughed and rolled her eyes, shoving the helmet into his hands.

ooo

"Well? How do I look?"

He emerged from his room and she scanned him up and down, really trying to keep the pleased grin off her face.

"You um... you look good," she said, her voice higher pitched than usual.

He frowned. "You sure? You sound weird."

"You look _really_ good," she said, an approving eye taking in the whole ensemble. The tunic fit his shoulders well, the lacing at the collar was quite sexy, and the belt around his waist emphasized his trim build. "That Viking helmet is hot."

He blushed, looking down. "Oh, well... okay?"

"Yeah, we might not even make it to the party," she said, a predatory grin on her face.

"_Milady_," he said, pretend scandalized.

"Oh stop, you like it," she laughed. "Turn around so I can see how those pants fit from behind."

Red stained his cheeks and she guessed he wasn't used to such blatant praise about his body or appearance.

"What about you? I haven't seen your costume yet."

"It's a surprise," she said, winking.

"I hate surprises."

"Not this one, you won't."

"Promises promises."

Toothless wrapped himself around her legs.

"Hey buddy," she said, picking up the bundle of purring fluff. "Ready for pets?" Toothless wiggled in her arms and spread out, presenting his belly for scratches. After a bit he was ready to get down and decided batting at one of his toys on the floor was a better use of his time.

"I should dig out his laser pointer. It's his favorite toy," he said, watching Toothless play.

"Is it in one of these boxes?" she asked, stepping toward a stack. "I bet he's hilarious chasing after it."

"Oh yeah, it's great. Especially when you make it disappear on him. He gets so confused and he turns all around. It almost keeps me more entertained than him."

"Let's look for it then. We have some time before the party."

"Fine, but can I change out of this?"

"Okay," she said, disappointed.

"You'll see me in this plenty tonight."

"But I like seeing you in it now."

"Deal with it," he teased, retreating into his room and closing the door.

She poked around the top box, noting most of it was filled with dishes he had yet to put away. She lifted it off the stack and set it on the floor. The second box looked more promising, mostly a collection of odds and ends. She moved a stack of binders and frowned, pulling out what looked like a prosthesis, but not one she had ever seen before. Instead of a mock shape of a human leg, it was mostly metal. She turned it around in her hands, inspecting it, curiosity getting the better of her.

He opened the door and she jumped, knowing she had been caught. His eyes instantly snapped to the object in her hands.

"This is kinda cool. Is this a special one? I know they make those curved ones for runners but I've never seen one like this."

"Ah... no. It's not special. It's just my spare leg, in case anything happens to this one." His voice was tight and controlled but she was too interested in the spare to pay attention.

"It's kinda cool looking. Oh, you should wear this one with your costume! It would look _so_ awesome! Like a real Viking!" She glanced up at his face, which had gone ashen. "Hiccup? Is something wrong?"

"I can't wear that."

She frowned. "Does it not fit right or something?"

"It's fine."

"Then why couldn't you-"

"I don't wear that one."

"It would just be for one night."

Instead of answering, he stepped forward and took it from her hands, avoiding her gaze and mumbling a meek 'sorry' under his breath. His hands clenched around it and he darted back into his bedroom. She followed him, his strange behavior causing her mild alarm. She rested against the door frame as he placed the leg in his closet, next to a pair of crutches.

"Did I cross a line?" she asked softly, her face showing her concern.

He scratched the back of his head, still unable to look at her. "No, it's- you didn't know, it's fine. I forgot it was in that box. It's fine-"

"You are anything but fine right now."

"I'm sorry. I'm okay. It's okay. Just... I don't wear that one anymore."

"Okay," she nodded, wary, unsure how to deal with this side of him and worried she would distress him further. "I'm sorry."

"You don't have to be sorry for anything, at all."

"I am, though. You obviously had a reaction and I didn't mean to upset you."

"Not upset."

"Ha," she said. "Could've fooled me."

"I'm assuming you didn't find Toothless's laser pointer?"

She narrowed her eyes at his diversionary tactic, but let it go. "No, sorry."

"Ah well, some other time."

"Are you hungry? I have about an hour before I have to get ready."

He nodded. "I could eat. I don't really have much here though."

"I was thinking on campus."

He picked up his jacket, still a bit sullen. "Sounds good to me."

They walked together in an uneasy silence. His hands were crammed into his jacket pockets and she tentatively gripped his arm. After a few paces he slid his hand out and laced their fingers together. The anxiousness in her chest loosened slightly and she hoped her obvious misstep wasn't enough to scare him off.

They were so new to each other and she was still learning how to feel him out. She wasn't sure if she should bring it up again, try to apologize more, or let all of it slide. His extreme passiveness threw her for a loop and she was uncertain how to handle this personality trait. All of her friends were boisterous, loud, and attacked problems head on, much like she did. Avoidance was not something she was familiar with.

He squeezed her hand, like somehow he knew she worried about the fragile balance they were forging. She drew herself in closer to him and squeezed his hand back. Even though he was passive, she was not and she had to make sure they were alright. She worked up her courage and glanced at his face.

"You okay?" she asked, nothing but kind concern in her features.

He nodded. "Yeah, I'm okay." He shook her hand reassuringly. "Don't worry."

He didn't elaborate and she didn't push further. If his conversation with Heather was any indication, he was going to be a tough nut to crack. Luckily she was more than willing to put the time in.

They reached the little coffee shop that was quickly becoming their favorite place to meet between classes. It had good coffee and an array of pastries and artisan sandwiches. Once they finished ordering they took a seat and he seemed to relax.

"So, who's all coming tonight? Your roommate?"

"Yeah, her and her brother, Tuff. Her kinda sorta not boyfriend has to work."

"That's quite a label."

"It's quite a... relationship. Friends with benefits sort of thing."

"Doesn't want to tie herself down, huh?"

"She likes to party, that one. I don't really get it though, I know she likes him."

He shrugged. "It's impossible to really know everyone's inner motivation."

"True. Unless they communicate and let you in."

He took a sip of his coffee and glanced out the window. "Yeah, I suppose so."

She wrinkled her nose. "I could never just be friends with benefits."

His glaze slipped back to her. "No?"

"I don't really like to share," she grinned. "If I'm gonna be with someone, they have to be all mine."

His eyes widened. "Oh, no, is that what, did you think?" he pointed back and forth between them. "Is that what you thought was happening here? Because I have about three girls on the side, I didn't think you cared."

She laughed and shook her head. "You're really lucky I can tell you're joking. Otherwise I'd have to go head hunting."

"Mine or theirs?" he said, a look of mock worry on his face.

"Your head is too cute to ruin," she winked.

"Thank goodness for that."

"Yeah, I kind of want you around."

"You have no idea how weird it is to hear those words," he joked.

She tilted her head. Again with the self depreciation. "Is it really that weird?"

A look crossed his face, like he realized his statement closer to truth than it was jest and he closed in. "Nah. I'm really glad you like spending time with me."

"I do," she said earnestly.

"I like spending time with you too," he said, a genuine smile on his face and once again a perfect deflection. She had a moment of clarity that she might be completely out of her depth.

He truly was a mystery, one that she desperately wanted to solve because it was so novel and intriguing. Though his humor was always on point, it functioned as the perfect defense mechanism and emotional armor, hiding something damaged underneath. Just how damaged, she wasn't sure. She approached anything new with her usual tenacity, resolve, and penchant for perfectionism. Cracking his code would be no different.

It struck her that Ruff should spend some time with him, if her brazen roommate could put aside the shameless flirting for two minutes to get to know him. Ruff read people so much better than she could and it was possible Ruff's insight would catch things she did not.

She checked her phone for the time. "We should probably head back. It's gonna take me awhile to get all this ready."

"Gotta doll yourself up for all those frat boys, huh?"

"Nah, just you," she said, tapping his nose with her index finger.

He shook his head and grinned, collecting their empty cups and plates.

ooo

"Ready?" Astrid's voice floated from her bedroom.

"Nah, take your time. Hiccup and I are just fine out here." Ruff grinned at him and placed her hands on her hips. "This was a good idea. I am so proud of myself."

He scratched the back of his head nervously. "Ah..."

"I mean, look at those pants on you, and that helmet. You might not be a beefcake but you are _adorable_."

"Thanks? I think?"

She circled him like a shark circling blood in the water. "Yeah, I'm jealous. Me likey."

"Are you almost done?" he called to Astrid, watching Ruff over his shoulder.

"Yeah! I'm just trying to fix my hair."

"_Please_ hurry," he said, jiggling his foot anxiously, then yelped and jumped about three feet. He spun around and gaped at Ruff, who was grinning at him sheepishly.

"Ruff, what are you doing to the poor boy?" Astrid said, hearing his distress call from the other room.

"Nothing!" she said, hands in the air in a show of innocence. "Don't worry about it."

"Copping a feel is not _nothing_!" he said, frantically smoothing the back of his tunic.

"Can't let Astrid have all the fun," she pouted.

"Did she grab your ass?" Astrid said, appearing in the doorway. "Ruff, you gotta stop scaring all the boys away. I mean, I don't blame you, he does have a fantastic ass, but this one's kinda sensitive."

She grinned at him and noted the awed look on his face- eyebrows raised, mouth hanging slightly ajar. Eyes trailing down, lingering at her middle, taking in her legs, back up to her face.

"You like?" she asked, twirling for him. The only reaction he could manage was nodding dumbly. "I guess you were right, Ruff."

"What do I win?" she asked, giving Hiccup another pointed once over.

"Bragging rights," Astrid said. "I think Hiccup's had enough of you for one day."

"It was one tiny little ass grab. I barely got a cheek."

"It was full palm," he said incredulously.

Astrid burst out laughing.

"How are you not concerned your roommate is feeling me up?!"

"Because she's actually harmless. And you give her a reaction so she's gonna keep doing it."

"Yeah, quit being so adorably flustered and it won't be as fun. Don't you get how this works?"

Red crept into his face and he looked suitably ruffled.

"He really is cute as a button, Astrid. You should keep this one around."

"I intend to. Maybe you should quit invading his personal space and giving him anxiety."

"Fine, fine, I'll keep my hands to myself. No fun at all."

The three of them put on coats and he placed an arm around Astrid's waist.

"Where's Tuff?" Astrid asked as they headed out to the sidewalk, the house party located a convenient three blocks away.

"Meeting us there," Ruff said.

"So, I'm assuming you're wearing that angel costume ironically?" Hiccup spoke up. "You know, because I didn't realize angels were in the habit of grabbing ass."

Ruff's grin was a mile wide. "Kid has some spice to him, doesn't he," she said, addressing Astrid. "I _like_ it."

"Yeah, he's got a mouth on him," Astrid said, gripping his chin and puckering his lips.

"All the better to eat you with, my dear," he retorted.

"_Hiccup_!" Astrid said, aghast.

Ruff threw her head back with laughter, giving him a high five. "Props dude, love it."

"I think you're rubbing off on him, Ruff."

"Oh I'm rubbing on him all right..."

Astrid groaned and Hiccup snorted.

"You kind of set her up for that one, you can't be mad," he said.

"You're not supposed to be on her side! Maybe getting you two together was a mistake."

"You never learn your lesson, do you," Ruff said affectionately. "Sooner or later they all come over to my side."

"Don't be so hasty, Miss Grabby Hands," he said cautiously.

"You really are precious. I was just giving you the Ruff seal of approval- only the best for my bestie."

"Glad we got that established," he said with a playful roll of his eyes.

They could hear the party before they could see it, music and voices blending into a noisy cacophony weaving through the chilly night air. As they approached more people dressed in costumes were walking up the driveway. Once inside the considerably warmer house they found a pile of coats and added theirs to it. Hiccup took Astrid's phone and put it in his pocket.

"Well, where's the keg, let's get this party started," Ruff said, rubbing her hands together. "Last year they had a barrel in the living room up here and the mixed drinks at the bar downstairs."

The living room was indeed occupied with said keg and several people milling around it. Ruff expertly poured three solo cups of beer for them, useful skills learned from bartending as a side job.

"Tuff should be here somewhere," she said. "I'm assuming he's downstairs."

Thumping bass filtered up from the basement where the actual party was held. The house was old and worn from years of college boys throwing parties and generally trashing the place. The basement door was heavy and chipped, the foundation built with stone as they descended creaky wooden steps. The three of them pressed to the wall as a group of people started climbing the stairs to get more beer. One of the guys made kiss noises at Astrid and Hiccup narrowed his eyes and frowned, placing a hand on her waist.

"Did you think I was joking about getting hit on by frat boys?" she said, smirking at him. He rolled his eyes and shook his head. Though the unwanted attention was annoying, secretly she was pleased at the obvious jealousy on his face.

They continued on, the steps ending in a smaller room that held the makeshift bar, a larger room beyond that where most of the crowd was dancing and clustered together in groups. People huddled around the bar, doing shots and ordering mixers. Several of the hosts, the boys who lived in the frat house, were behind the counter making drinks and accepting money.

It was dim except for a bit of mood lighting as Ruff scanned the sea of bodies. A boy in a red devil costume leaned up against the wall, looking at his phone in one hand and holding a solo cup in the other.

Tuff!" Ruff shouted over all the noise, waving at him. He looked up and grinned.

"Hey, sis," he said, as Ruff ran up to him and gave him a hug. "Ready to get wasted?"

"Hell yeah, bro," she said. "Let's do this!"

Astrid took a sip of her beer and glanced around. "So what do we do now?"

"There's dancing over there and upstairs they have beer pong, flip cup, quarters, fuck the dealer... I don't know. Whatever people want to play," Tuff said.

"You should dance," Ruff said, pointing at Hiccup and Astrid.

Hiccup shook his head. "Ah, I don't really dance..."

"Come on, you don't even have to do anything. Just stand there and let Astrid do her thing. She's very good, promise," Ruff said, winking suggestively.

Astrid smiled into her cup and Hiccup did the flustered thing again. He gave her a look.

"What? She's not wrong." Astrid shrugged.

"Oh, God," he said, squeezing his cup tighter.

"Fine, how about some flip cup then. You might as well skip beer pong, Ruff wins every time."

"Fuck yeah I do. My skills surpass even the most seasoned frat boy."

"I didn't realize that was something to brag about, but okay," he said. "Flip cup it is."

Once upstairs, the ping pong table was set up in the garage, fuck the dealer was around the dining room table and they found some space in the kitchen to play flip cup. Ruff heard the siren call of beer pong and she and Tuff wandered into the garage. "Imma get a ton of people shitfaced tonight!" she whooped in excitement.

"That's my sister," Tuff said proudly.

Astrid snorted and looked at Hiccup. "Well? Ready?"

He peeked into her cup. "You have less than I do."

"Should've drank faster," she taunted.

"I'm pacing myself."

"This is a party, you're supposed to drink."

"All right fine. Prepare to be impressed."

They held up their cups and she counted down. "Go!"

Though she had less in her cup, he managed to down his a slight bit faster than her and he placed his cup on the countertop edge, flicking it over and laughing when it ended up on the floor. She didn't fare much better, both of them scrambling to be the winner. After much fumbling, she managed to land hers right side up. She cheered and jumped up and down. "In your _face_, Haddock!"

"All right, you win, you win," he conceded, smiling at her exuberance. "Two out of three?"

"Hell yeah. I'm gonna wipe the floor with you."

"We'll see about that. Maybe I _let_ you win."

She looked scandalized, like the mere thought of an illegitimate victory was the worst possible thing that could happen to her. "Refill. Now." She shoved her cup into his hands.

"As milady commands."

He returned with two cups and her face wore the same look of determination that it had when she went to state with the volleyball team and the championship was on the line. Competition was competition, no matter how insignificant the game. She narrowed her eyes over the rim of her cup.

"One, two, three, go!"

This time they each downed the contents at a similar pace and frantically placed their cups on the edge of the counter in fits of giggles, both desperate to best the other. After several attempts, the swift influx of alcohol making their coordination just a bit fuzzy, his was the first to land topside. She shoved him in the chest with a laugh and he raised his fists in the air triumphantly.

"Again. One more time," she insisted. "I _will_ beat you."

"Can you handle more?" he asked.

"I can do this all night, pal."

He raised his eyebrows at her and grinned, sauntering off to obtain yet another refill.

As they held up their cups, she smiled deviously. "Care to make this next one a little more interesting?"

"What does the lady have in mind?"

"A little wager, sir."

"I'm not really a betting man, but for you I would do anything."

"That is exactly the point," she said, tipping her cup. "If I win, you dance with me."

He considered this. "Okay, okay. And if I win? You spend the night in my bed."

"There was a good chance that was going to happen anyway," she teased.

"I didn't finish- and I get to choose what we do while we're there."

She raised an eyebrow at him. "That's quite the ante, but I accept. I _never_ back down from a challenge."

"So what you're saying is you're easily manipulated."

"Hey!"

"It's okay. I think you'll really like what I have in mind."

"Well, you'll just have to fantasize about that while we're dancing." Her eyes twinkled. "Ready to watch my face while I celebrate your defeat?"

"Let the best man win."

"I think you mean lady."

"You heard what I said."

"Such trash talk. I'm gonna gloat so hardcore when I win."

"Then let's settle this. Ready?"

"Ready when you are, loser."

He shook his head, smiling at her. "Go!"

It was neck and neck. No giggles this time as the wager turned innocent bragging rights into a prize that must be won at all costs. She was dead set, tongue poking out in concentration as beer made her focus hazy. She wished she had eaten something more substantial other than lunch, a better base of food would have staved off the tipsiness for longer. He was close, his cup almost landed upright but then toppled over and he groaned in frustration. She flipped hers immediately after, clenching her fists and watching intently as it popped right side up and stayed.

"Yes!" she screeched, pumping her fist in the air and dancing all around him. "Oh yes yes, prepare to shake your groove thang, Haddock! You _so_ lost!"

He shook his head in good humor and watched her victory strutting.

"Alright, alright, you win! You win," he laughed. "I'm a man of my word, I'll dance with you, but I'm going to need a shot of liquid courage before I do. I'm not very coordinated."

"You'll be fine, I'll do most of the work," she said suggestively.

"Funny, that's what would've happened if I won, too."

She shoved him in the shoulder. "Hey!"

"I'm kidding, I wouldn't do that to you. Actually, I was kind of planning the opposite and I bet you're gonna be sad I didn't win."

"Flirt," she said, pinching his cheek.

"It's cute that you think I'm joking."

"Either way, I won, you have to dance. Let's go get a shot and then I'm gonna see what you're made of."

"Awkwardness," he said flatly. "I really hope this is super disappointing for you."

She grabbed his hand and tugged, heading to the basement. They ordered two shots, Sex on the Beach of course, and she gave him a salacious grin as they clinked their glasses. They tossed it back together and smacked the glasses on the bar.

She turned and beamed at him, eyes bright, as she took him by the hand and led him into the larger room where groups of people were writhing to thumping bass and booming music.


	6. Chapter Six

"Can we go in a corner or something?" he spoke into her ear over the music. "I want as few people to witness this as possible."

She nodded and they spotted a place against the wall in the back corner. The shot and three cups of beer all in rapid succession were kicking in swiftly and she felt like she was swimming through throngs of people, clutching his hand tightly. Her head spun, woozy and high, lighthearted as a thrill of excitement streaked in her stomach.

She guided him to the wall and made him stand with his back to it. She pressed up against him and wove her arms around his neck, beginning to dance. Most of the music played was mainstream club hits, perfect for grinding. He seemed stiff, his hands on her waist but he didn't move his body much. She thought he'd be more comfortable with her facing him, but as the song switched and began to filter into another one she decided to turn, pressing her ass into his middle and swaying back and forth enticingly. His hands dropped to her hips, gripping tightly.

She grinned and reached her hands behind to place her fingertips on his own hips, encouraging him to follow her motion. She was far more advanced at dancing than him, but to his credit he tried with her guidance, an effect of the alcohol giving him the confidence to move.

She pressed to his chest, his heat transferring to her back as his hands flitted at the waistband of her skirt, fingers holding onto the bare skin of her hips, palm sliding to the front of her stomach then receding to her side.

Times like this made her thankful Ruff forced her into being social. She was ecstatic to have someone worth spending time with to share in the experience- especially when that someone was quite enthusiastic about her plastering her body all over him despite his initial hesitance.

She dipped lower, her upper back gliding against his middle and his hands tightened on her shoulders. Every hitch in his breath, every placement of his hands sultry against her skin sent shocks of pleasure straight between her legs.

She rose and turned to face him, teasing hands on his stomach and sliding them up to his chest, slipping her leg over his right to grind herself on his thigh in a pointed rhythm reminiscent of other activities they could be doing with their pelvises. The music only heightened the passion exchanged between panting breaths, hands everywhere and the urge to get as close as possible. It seemed like every song blaring out of the speakers was explicitly about sex, sending not so subliminal messages about how this night should end.

Alcohol and the very obvious reaction in his pants to her dancing made alluring arguments, enticing her to give in to temptation. She liked him and he seemed to reciprocate her feelings; would it really be so bad to do it just this once?

She dipped to her knees, dropping low like the song suggested, and gazed back up at him from his midsection. He groaned and rolled his head back against the wall, the Viking helmet clinking and sliding further down on his forehead. She placed her hands on his thighs and moved them up his body when she swayed back to her feet, ending at his rib cage. She roped her hands around his back and he tugged her to him, halting her movement to give her an insistent kiss.

She lost herself, fingers twisting in his tunic and head fuzzy. He bucked his hips into hers and she gasped into his mouth, knees almost buckling from the sheer heat building between them. Seemed like he wasn't the only one seduced by their dancing. She _wanted_ him.

"Astrid!"

She reluctantly turned her head at the sound of her name, so wrapped up in him, but Ruff waved at her and she grinned.

"Just one, um- minute, okay?" she shouted to him. He nodded, his expression dark and wanting as he self consciously arranged the front of his tunic, which fortunately was a bit longer and hit at just the top of his thighs.

She stumbled her way over to Ruff, who beckoned at her saucily, and they took a moment to finish out the song. She always liked dancing with Ruff, in high school and present. Admittedly they received a lot of male attention for their efforts, as Ruff was not shy about dancing up on her purposely for said attention and she generally laughed and played along. She glanced back at him and his eyes hadn't left her. She blew him a sloppy kiss and he smirked, shaking his head.

"Hey, let's go upstairs so I can talk to you, okay?" Ruff said into her ear once they were done. Astrid nodded and wobbled back over to him and relayed the plan. He scooted closer to the corner to wait.

Ruff escorted her up the stairs, which she didn't remember being so tippy. Once they were in the kitchen and could hear each other, Ruff poked her in the stomach. "Enjoying yourself?"

This sent her into a fit of giggles.

"Okay, okay, why are you all silly."

"Shhh!" Astrid said, with more giggles. "I'm gonna tell you something."

"How many drinks have you had?"

"Three cups of beer. And a shot. Why."

"You're this tipsy and you've only had three and a shot? I didn't think you were this much of a lightweight."

"Hey, give me a break, I drank them all in a row and I didn't have much to eat today. And I'm not a fish drinker like you."

Ruff snorted. "The correct phrase would be 'drink like a fish' and yes, I do consider drinking as one of my favorite pastimes and I've built up an enviable tolerance but seriously... you saw all of your drinks being poured and you never set them down, right?"

"Hiccup got the beer and I saw the shot being made, I'm not dumb _jeez,_ Ruff," she said, shaking her head.

"Okay, okay. So he's been watching out for you then?"

She giggled some more. "Oh yeah, he's been _watching_ me alright."

"What were you going to tell me?"

Her eyes twinkled and she leaned in, conspiratorially. "I think- I think I'm going to sex. I'm going to have the sex. With Hiccup tonight. I'm thirsty, I'm gonna get another drink." She wheeled around, intending to hit up the keg.

"Whoa whoa whoa, hold up drunkface Astrid," Ruff said, grabbing her arm and tugging her back to the wall. "What are you planning on doing?"

"Sex. I'm gonna do it," Astrid said, looking very pleased with herself. "He wants it too."

"I'm sure he does, he's a guy after all. Here's the thing though, don't do it."

She gave Ruff an incredulous look. "Did you just say '_don't do it?_' Are you kidding me?"

"I'm not joking, Astrid. You can't even _say_ it right, there's no way you should be having it."

"You told me to sex him the first night we met!"

"First of all, I was mostly teasing you. Second, that's when I thought it was just going to be a one night stand. It's not just a one night stand, you genuinely seem to care for this guy a lot and this is probably not the right time to introduce sex into the thing you two have going on, while being drunk on top of it."

"I'm not drunk."

"Fine, you're not smashed, but you are tipsy."

"Yeah... okay maybe, a little kinda tipsy."

"Exactly. So, how about we not make poor decisions while we're tipsy, huh? You leave that to me. You're supposed to be the sensible one."

"But, he's so _cute_," she said, pouting.

"He is very cute, especially in that Viking helmet. But really, if you still plan on letting anything happen tonight, sober up before he throws it in you. Do you even have a condom?"

"Um... no."

"Does he?"

"I... don't know."

"You didn't think this through, did you."

"Um... no."

"I can't tell you what to do, but if you need anything I have a stash in the bathroom in my makeup case."

"When did you start making sense."

"I've made sense for awhile, I just choose to hide it under sarcasm and sexual innuendo."

"I never would have thought _you'd_ be the love guru."

"Hey, all my experience just means I've been around the block a few times and I know how this works. Let me impart all my wisdom on you, young grasshopper, and right now I am strongly advising against you having sex after drinking. I don't think this is how either of you want it to happen."

"No, I guess not," she said sullenly, playing with the end of her braid.

"Did I harsh your buzz?"

She shrugged. "A little."

"Good. You don't drink often, and I have nothing against consensual drunk sex, but not for the first time. I don't want to see this get messed up, okay?"

She nodded, looking down. "Okay."

"Do you want some water?"

"Yeah, I'm parched," she said. They filled a solo cup with tap water from the kitchen. She felt better, more clear headed, even if her balance was still off kilter.

"I better get back downstairs to Hiccup."

"You go get that hottie Viking," Ruff said, winking. "Do you need help getting down the stairs?"

"That might be advisable," she said.

"Look at you, even drunkface Astrid still has a nerdy vocabulary."

Ruff escorted her down the stairs and into the basement. She momentarily worried when she couldn't spot him, then realized it was because someone was standing in front of him. She could just view the horned helmet behind some girl in a black cat costume.

"Oh _hell_ no," she said with an alarming growl. She stalked over and caught a glimpse of his face; he looked uncomfortable and was shaking his head.

The dim lighting of the room made it difficult to see, but she figured he was telling the girl he wasn't interested in dancing with her. She hurried to his side and cat girl gave her an unimpressed once over. She injected venom into her iciest stare and wrapped her arm around his waist. His cheeks colored and he shrugged apologetically at the interloper, mouthing a 'sorry.' The girl turned her nose up, melting back into the crowd of dancers.

"I can't leave you alone for one minute?" she said into his ear, teasing. "I come back and you have girls all over you."

"Hey, I was being good. She came along and asked if I wanted to dance. She was really persistent but I told her no and that I was waiting for you."

"Good," she purred. "You're all mine, Haddock."

She gripped the collar of his shirt, tugging him into her and planting a rough possessive kiss on him, hoping that dumb girl was watching. She pulled back and smirked at the glazed look on his face, eyes dilated with lust and swollen lips parted.

She rolled her body against him in time with the music, hands in her hair, hips swaying, generating sparks of heat between them like steel striking flint. If he thought she was dancing sensually before, she proved the prior moves were just the beginning of this particular skill set of hers. She knew precisely how to roll and dip her hips, pose in perfect feminine silhouettes, and pinpoint the exact parts of her body to rub against his to heighten his arousal.

A song with a slower pulsing beat came on and she used the opportunity to purposely draw out her movements into sultry rocking motions against him, her back to his chest. He placed his palms on her hips and she settled her hands over his, glancing at him over her shoulder as they swayed together in tandem. His lips grazed the back of her neck, stubble scratching her skin and tingles skittered down her spine.

She could feel his restless energy as she worked him, his hands guided her hips, spinning her around to face him. He slid a hand behind her neck and stole a searing kiss. She dug her fingertips into his abdomen and brushed her chest against his, then let her hands wander across his body in response to his inability to keep his hands off of her. She was drowning in the experience, every touch sending streaks of lightning straight to her core and by the looks of it she was effectively taking him right down with her.

Once they started making out it was extremely hard to stop. Though she attempted to keep her rhythmic motions to the music, they dissolved into needy pawing at each other more than actual dancing.

Normally not one for this level of public displays of affection, the alcohol did its trick and lowered just about every inhibition she had. His hands were gripping her ass and one slid its way back up to squeeze her breast and she hissed and bit his lower lip.

Lust took over every immediate sense, clouded out rationality and made her leap over unspoken lines. She nipped at his jaw, placed her palm against the front of his pants and stroked up firmly and he nearly came undone, bucking into the heel of her hand, groan lost into the thumping bass.

She barely had time to blink as he flipped them, pushing her against the wall with his body and claiming her lips, tongue forcefully inserted into her mouth and hand diving under her skirt. She canted into his touch and gripped his wrist.

"Maybe we should get out of here?" she suggested, nibbling his earlobe and breathing hot against his cheek. He nodded and grabbed her hand, tugging her through the crowd and she could barely keep up with his long strides. There was no trace of a smile on his face as he led them up the stairs to search for their coats.

"Hand me my phone and I'll let Ruff know we're leaving," she said. He gave it to her and after one shaky handed text shot off to her roommate they were outside in the brisk night air, determinedly headed toward the apartment.

The chill did nothing to extinguish the fire raging between them and he said nothing as he clutched her hand tightly through his urgent pace.

She tried to keep the smirk off her face. They participated in quite a few in depth make out sessions but she had never seen him this riled up. He generally was polite and respectful even in the most passionate moments they had shared so far, and she was starting to wonder if he was even capable of getting a little rough and losing control. While they had crossed a few more boundaries, blatantly grabbing him was a line she hadn't breached until tonight. The knowledge her dancing drove him into such a state thrilled her.

Once they reached the apartment he fumbled with his keys at the door, hands trembling from adrenaline and alcohol. He finally got it open and tugged her inside, barely registering the door shutting before he attacked her mouth with his own. After a moment he pulled away with a loud smack and flicked the door locked as a quick afterthought. Eyes dark and intense, he placed his hands on her shoulders and backed her into his bedroom.

A few more paces and she was shoved onto his bed, bouncing on the mattress. The helmet was tossed aside with a heavy clunk onto the floor and he was on top of her, kissing her everywhere, a flurry of hands and movement, tongue and breath and weight against her, nipping the bare skin around her navel. She drank up all of it, sighing and gripping his tunic, fingers catching in the lacing at the collar.

He sat up for a moment to tug off her fluffy boots, throwing them over his shoulder. She slid her legs around his waist, crossing her ankles behind his back. His hips ground into hers with need, making her pulse race and her head spin. Ruff's warning rattled around somewhere in the back of her mind but the insistent sharp ache between her legs made it easy to ignore.

He stripped other elements of her costume away, the skull belt tossed onto the floor and her shirt pushed up over her bra and his mouth was on her, all teeth and tongue. She gripped his hair in her fists, knees clenched at his waist. She arched into him, chasing every intoxicating sensation, every scrape of his teeth on her collarbone and wet heavy pass of his tongue on her neck.

He knelt up, eyes raking over her figure and hands dipping underneath her skirt to pull down her leggings and underwear in one swoop, tossed aside just as carelessly as the rest of her items. She rolled her head back as he wasted no time, fingers sinking in right where she ached the most. Her hips instinctively jerked toward him, inching into his lap. She reached one hand behind her head and gripped his pillow, the other clamped onto his arm, his bicep flexing underneath her palm due to his movement. Her spine naturally arched for him as his other hand slipped underneath her lower back, fumbling for the clasp of her skirt-

-when a light knock descended on his front door.

"Hiccup? Hiccup, dear..."

"_Fuck_," he swore fiercely, yanking his hand away and flipping off the bed faster than she'd ever seen him move. Her legs flopped to the bed and she felt a dull unfulfilled ache throb in her nether regions at the untimely interruption. He flung her leggings and underwear to her and attempted to hide the situation in his pants.

"Shit shit shit _shit_..."

Another knock. "Hiccup?"

"Just a second, Mom!"

She bolted upright. _Mom_? She scrambled for her underwear, yanking them up and grimacing at the lingering dampness. He was out the door and she tugged on the boots, hoping it would look convincing enough. Head throbbing, nothing sobered her more quickly than being busted by a parent.

She had just scooted out of his bedroom and closed the door to hide the evidence of what they had been up to when he let his mother into the apartment. She was a tall woman, he only cleared her height by a mere inch, and she held an overflowing laundry basket on her hip.

"Hey, Mom," he said, scratching his head nervously.

"Hello, my dear," she said, setting down the laundry basket. She smiled and placed her purse on the countertop. "I'm sorry to come so late; I would've been by sooner with your laundry but I had quite a night at the Reserve. A barn owl was brought in, poor thing caught in some barbed wire and it took most of the evening to patch him up. You're usually awake this late anyway and I thought I'd swing by so you'd have clean clothes for tomorrow."

"Yeah, ah great. It's, ah, it's fine, don't worry."

"So, who is this?" she asked, turning her gaze on Astrid. If she were at all shocked to see a girl in her son's apartment at this hour she did not show it.

"Ah, this is my- ...Astrid. Um, I mean, this is Astrid," he said, clearly flustered and doing a poor job of hiding it.

"Hello, Astrid," she said, holding out a hand. "I'm Valka, Hiccup's mother."

"Nice to meet you," she said, shaking Valka's hand, noting Hiccup must have inherited his beautiful green eyes from his mother. In fact, she could see much of the familial resemblance in his stature and movements. If he was mysterious, his mother was ten times more so. She had never seen the expression "still waters run deep" personified more accurately than in the woman who stood before them. Valka was genial when she spoke but distant in manner, and though it didn't make Astrid uncomfortable per se, it did give her great insight into explaining some of Hiccup's habits.

"So, why are you two all dressed up?"

"We were at a Halloween party," he explained. "We just got home. You ah, honestly almost missed us."

"Oh, what perfect timing then," she said.

Astrid gave him a look behind Valka, smile forced and eyes wide.

"Um yeah, perfect... timing."

"Well, I don't mean to interrupt, I'll head out then," she said, looking between the two quickly.

"No, it's um, it's no trouble, Mom. Don't worry. Thanks for bringing my laundry."

"Of course, dear," she said, cupping his cheek with a tender smile. She reached for her purse and turned to leave, then stopped and dug around in it. "Oh I almost forgot, your father wanted me to give this to you." She pulled out a check and handed it to him. "It's tuition for next semester."

He furrowed his brows, gazing at the amount on the check. "Mom-"

"I know it's early, don't worry about it. Just deposit it into your savings and use the money when it's due."

He looked up at her, troubled. "But Mom-"

"I'll see you later then," she said, hand reaching for the door.

"This isn't from Dad," he said.

Her hand curled and she turned back around to smile at him, but it didn't reach her eyes. "Well, it's from both of us, of course."

He shook his head. "I appreciate what you're trying to do, but Mom..."

"Please, take the money, dear."

He sighed and placed the check on the counter.

"You are so _talented_. That piece of yours, the one hanging in the Reserve's lobby gets compliments all the time. He's coming around. He's seen your artwork, he knows it's very good-"

"But it won't ever be good enough to justify going against his opinion," he said. "Does he know you wrote that check?"

"Yes."

"Mom."

"Well, he knows I was going to give you some money, maybe just... not how much..."

"_Mom_," he said, exasperated. "I can't accept this. I don't want to cause more fighting."

"You won't dear, don't worry. It's my decision, he'll be fine."

He remained unconvinced. "Am I going to get an angry phone call in a few days?"

"Absolutely not. As I said, he's coming around and he's seen your work. Your father is proud of you, whether you want to believe it or not," she said firmly.

He rolled his eyes and set his jaw. "I'll take a page from his book and believe it when I actually see the evidence."

"He loves you," she said, pulling him into a hug. "And I love you too."

"Thanks, Mom," he said, lightly disengaging himself from the embrace. "And thanks for the check, I appreciate it."

"You're welcome." She turned to Astrid. "I'm sorry my dear, I won't take up anymore of your night. It was lovely to meet you."

"It was nice to meet you too," she said, inclining her head as Valka took her leave. She frowned at his back as he leaned against the counter, one hand gripping his hair as he stared down at the check.

He growled in frustration and sighed, setting both his hands down to rest flat on the counter top.

"Is everything okay?" she asked.

"Yeah," he said glumly, turning around to face her. "Sorry, you um... had to witness that. Again. Why can't my family and friends just leave me alone, they're going to scare you off."

She smiled. "You're fine. Everyone always has their own brand of family drama."

"I guess."

"So I take it things aren't the greatest between you and your dad, huh?"

He frowned and picked at the corner of the check. "Ah, nope. No they are not."

"I'm sorry."

"Yeah. He wasn't thrilled when I decided to go for an art major. Thought I was wasting my money and time and I should've gone for something more prestigious. You know, like engineering or architecture, something suited to my skills. Or maybe _law, _to follow in his footsteps," he scoffed. "I'm really good at math and stuff, but it just wasn't what I wanted. I like art, I like seeing beauty in everyday objects and I like creating things. We just see the world in completely different ways and it's impossible to see eye to eye."

"That must be so difficult. I'm sure your mother is right though, a father would still love his son."

He gazed at the floor, frown marring his features and she wanted to hug him until he smiled again. "Yeah. But, he _has_ to love me because I'm his kid. That doesn't mean he _likes_ me."

"Hiccup," she said sympathetically, winding her arms around his waist. "Don't think like that. Sometimes parents place a lot of pressure on their kids, wanting what's best for them, but they forget how it's perceived."

He turned to face her, giving her a small smile. "Thanks. You truly are amazing, sticking with me after all this."

"You're entertaining, that's for sure. It's like my own mini soap opera."

"Gee, thanks."

"So, your mother calls you Hiccup too?"

"Ah-" he said, looking at her with wide eyes.

"I thought I'd have earned your real name by now," she teased.

He scratched his head and grimaced. "Um... well... it- it is my real name."

She raised her eyebrows. "...Seriously? I mean, I'm sorry, that sounded bad, I'm not trying to make that sound bad but just...how did your parents come up with that?"

"Yeah. That reaction right there is why I tell people it's a nickname."

"Why don't you just go by your middle name or something?"

"Because that's even worse."

"What-"

"Nope."

"Aw, come on!"

"How about we change the subject?"

"Nah, I like this one. How did you come about this very unique name? You can tell me, I promise I won't laugh."

"Yeah, right." He sighed deeply and paused for a reluctant moment. "Well, I wasn't fully lying about having them, it's just I wasn't so much a 'kid'... My mom's kinda eccentric and didn't really think about the repercussions of her decision. Supposedly the story goes I got the hiccups a lot while Mom was pregnant with me and she nicknamed me baby hiccup, intending to settle on a real name after I was born. Mom and Dad never decided on another name they liked better, and since I was born premature and really tiny, the nickname just stuck."

She giggled at the irritated look on his face and clapped her hands. "Okay but that's actually kind of adorable."

"Thanks for _not laughing._ And no, it's actually kind of dumb and I never tell _anyone_ this so consider yourself lucky."

"Oh, I'm special, is that it?" she said, giving him a grin.

"You are very special."

"Aww, getting sappy on me, Haddock?" She lightly punched his shoulder.

"I don't do sappy, I do sarcasm and bitterness."

"Apparently you don't do your own laundry, either?" she gave him a teasing smirk. "Need your mommy to fold your underwear?"

He narrowed his eyes at her. "Okay, okay come on now. The laundry machines down the hall are _always_ taken and they're coin op, so my mom does my laundry for me, for free. No need to make fun of me for my less than stellar domestic skills. And she doesn't _fold_ my underwear."

"I see a neat little pair of tightie whities right on top there."

He whirled around and looked at the basket. "I don't wear _tightie whities_."

She laughed at his indignant expression.

"I might be kind of dorky but I'm not _that_ dorky."

"Well then? Boxers or boxer briefs?" she said with a toying smile.

He leaned in and grinned against her lips. "I'd tell you, but I don't think you've earned it."

* * *

><p>Yeah, um sorry for the cock block. But I had to get in some exposition somehow right? You understand ;)<p>

So, it's ridiculously hard to describe dancing. After awhile it gets sort of redundant and there isn't much dialogue to break up the action descriptions. Hope it wasn't too bad to get through?

Also, a note about how much Astrid had to drink- I live in a state where drinking is basically a sport. Three beers and a shot is _nothing_ to most people around here. I'm (an embarrassment to my family) a lightweight and three beers in one go and a shot would make me quite tipsy. So, I'm going off the fact that Astrid is female, smaller in stature, and doesn't party it up all the time like Ruff does. She's not supposed to read as wasted, just in that sweet spot of buzzed and giggly. Hope that makes sense.


End file.
